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PREFACE TO THE POEMS. 


The text of the present issue of Lord Byron’s Poetical 
Works IS based on that of The Works of Lord Bytvri, 
in SIX volumes, lamo, i\hich was published by John 
I^Iurray in 1831 That edition followed the text of the 
successive issues of plays and poems which appeared 
m the author’s hfehme, and were subject to his otto 
revision, or that of Gifford and other accredited readersf 
A more or less thorough collation of the prmted 
volumes with the MSS which were at Moore’s dis- 
posal, yielded a number of vanorum readmgs which 
have appeared m subsequent editions pubhshed by John 
Murray Fresh collations of the text of mdividual 
poems with the ongmal MSS. have been made from time 
to tune, with the result that the text of the latest edition 
(one-vol 8vo, 1891) mcludes some emendations, and has 
been supplemented by additional vanants Textual 
errors of more or less importance, which had crept mto 
the numerous editions which succeeded the seventeen- 
volume edition of 1832, were m some instances corrected. 
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but m Others passed over For the purposes of the 
present edition the printed text has been collated rvith 
all the JISS rvhich passed through Moore’s hands, and, 
also, for the first tune, with MSS of the following plays 
and poems, -vtz English Bards, and Scotch Rcvtcucrs , 
Child c Harold, Canto FV. , Don Juan, Cantos VI -XVI , 
Werner, The Deformed Transformed, Lara, Parisina , 
The Prophecy of Dante , The Vision of Judgment, The 
Age of Bronze, The Island The only works of any 
importance which have been prmted duectly fi'om the 
text of the first edition, without reference to the MSS , 
are the following, which appeared m The Dberal (1822- 
23), VIZ Heaven and Earth, The Blues, and Morgante 
Maggiore, 

A new and, it is beheved, an improied punctuabon 
has been adopted In this respect B> ron did not profess 
to prepare his MSS for the press, and the punctuabon, 
for which Gifford is mainly responsible, has been re- 
considered with reference solely to the meamng and 
mterpretahon of the sentences as thej occur. 

In the Hours of Idleness and Other Early Poems, the 
t}-pography of the first foux edihons, as a rule, has been 
presen ed. A umform typograph> m accordance with 
modem use has been adopted for all poems of later 
date. Variants, being the readmgs of one or more MSS 
or of Euccessne edibons, are prmted m italics imme- 
diatelj below the text They are marked b> Roman 
nuraeraJs Words and Imcs through which the author 
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has drawn his pen in the MSS or Revises are marked 
MS erased 

Poems and plays are given, so far as possible, in 
chronological order Clulde Harold and Don Jnan, 
which were wntten and published in parts, are pnnted 
continuously , and mmor poems, mcluding the first four 
satires, have been arranged m groups accordmg to the 
date of composition Epigrams and jctix (Tesprtl have 
been placed together, m chronological order, towards the 
end of the sixth volume A Bibhography of the poems 
will immediately precede the Index at the close of the 
sixth volume 

The edition contains at least thirty hitherto unpub- 
hshed poems, includmg fifteen stanzas of the unfinished 
seventeenth canto of Dott Juan, and a considerable 
fragment of the third part of The Drformed Tratisfonned 
The eleven impublished poems from MSS. preserved at 
Newstead, which appear m the first volume, are of shght 
if any hterary value, but they reflect ivith singular clear- 
ness and smeenty the temper and aspirations of the 
tumultuous and moody stnphng to whom “ the numbers 
came,” but who wisely abstamed from pnntmg them 
himself 

Byron’s notes, of which many are pubhshed for the 
first tune, and editorial notes, enclosed m brackets, are 
pnnted immediately below the vanorum readmgs The 
editonal notes are designed solely to supply the reader 
with references to passages m other works illustrative 
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of the text, or to interpret expressions and allusions 
which lapse of tunc maj have rendered obscure 

Much of the knowledge requisite for this purpose is 
to be foimd in the articles of the Dtdtotiary of National 
BiogiapJiy, to iihich the fullest acknowledgments are due, 
and much has been arrived at after long research, 
involving a xmnute examination of the literature, tlie 
magazmes, and often the newspapers of the penod 

Inasmuch as the poems and plays have been before 
the public for more than three quarters of a century', 
it has not been thought necessary to burden the notes 
inth the eulogies and apologies of the great poets and 
cntics who were Byron’s contemporanes, and regarded 
lus wntmgs, both for good and evil, for praise and blame, 
from a different standpoint from ours Perhaps, even 
yet, tlie tune has not come for a defimte and positive 
appreaation of his gemus The tide of feehng and 
opmion must ebb and flow many times before his rank 
and station among the poets of all time will be finally 
adjudged The splendour of his reputation, which 
dazzled his own country'men, and, for the first tune, 
attracted the attention of a contemporary European 
audience to an Enghsh writer, has faded, and belongs 
to history , but the poet’s work remauis, mvrtmg a more 
mtimate and a more extended scrutmy than it has 
hitherto received m this country' The reader who 
cares to make himself acquainted with the method of 
Byron’s workmanship, to unravel his allusions, and to 
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follow the tenour of Us \erse, will, it is hoped, find some 
assistance in these volumes 

I beg to record my especial thanks to the Earl of 
Loielace for the ust of MSS, of his grandfather’s poems, 
mcludmg unpublisiod fragments, for permission to 
reproduce portraits m his possession, and for valuable 
information and diction m the construction of some 
of the notes 

My grateful acluowledgments are due to Dr Garnett, 
C B , Dr A. H Murray, Mr R E Graves, and other 
officials of the Br^sh Museum, for mvaluable assistance 
in prepanng the otes, and in compilmg a bibhography 
of the poems, 

I have also t thank Mr Leshe Stephen and others 
for important h'ls and suggestions with regard to the 
mterpretation c some obscure passages m Hints from 
Horace 

In correcbJ proofs for the press, I have had 
the advantag tind knowledge of my fnend 

Mr Frank Chertsey, to whom my thanks 

are due 

On behal°^ Publisher, I beg to acknowledge 
with gratitur kindness of the Lady Dorchester, 
the Earl St'^°P®> Lord Glenesk and Sir Theodore 
Martm, K,C > permission to examine MSS m then- 
possession I'iofMrs Chaworth Musters, for permission 
to reprodu' numature of Miss Chaworth, and for 
other favc^ desires also to acknowledge the 
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generous assistance of Mr and Mises'g Webb, of Newstead 
Abbey, in permitting the pubhcatioLeoj Qf poems, and 
m makmg transcnpts for the press fe 

I need hardly add that, througH);^^ tjje progress of 
the work, the advice and direct assijwhgtance of Mr John 
Murray and Mr R. E Prothero |fte jj^ve been always 
within my reach They have my conj 
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THE only Apology necessary 
to be adduced, m extenuation of any errors 
in the following collection, is, that the Au- 
thor has not yet completed his nineteenth 
year. 

Decemsbr S3i 1806. 
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TO 

HOURS OF IDLENESS 

AND OTHER EARLY POEMS 

There Tivere four distinct issues of BjTon’s Juvenilia The 
first collection, entitled Fugitive Pieces, vvas pnnted in quarto 
b) S and J Ridge of Newark. Two of the poems, ‘‘The 
Tear "and the “Reply to Some Verses of J M B Pigot, 
Esc^,”were simed ‘^BraoN , ” but the volume itself, which 
IS without a title-page, was anonj-mous It numbers sixtj-six 
pages, and consists of thirty -eight disbnct pieces The 
last piece, “Imitated from Catullus To Anna,” is dated 
November i6, 1806 The whole of this issue, with the excep- 
tion of two or three copies, was destroyed An imperfect 
copy, lackmg pp 17-20 and pp 58-^, is preserved at New- 
steaa A p^ect copy, which had been retamed by the Rev 
J T Becher, at whose instance the issue was suppressed, 
was preserved by his family (see Life, by Karl Elite, 1872, 
p 450), and IS now in the possession of Mr H Buxton 
Forman, C B A facsimile reprmt of this unique volume, 
limited to one hundred copies, was issued, for private circu- 
lation only, from the Chiswick Press m 1886 

Of the thirty-eight Fugitive Pieces, two poems, viz. “To 
Carohne” and “To Mary,” together with the last six stanzas 
of the hnes, “To Miss E P [To Ehza],” have never been 
republished m any edition of Byron’s Poetical Works 
A second edition, small octavo, of Fugitive Pieces, entitled 
Poents oil Various Occasions, was pnnted by S and J Ridge 
of Newark, and distnbuted in January, 1807 This volume 
was issued anonymously It numbers 144 pages, and con- 
sists of a reproduction of thirty-six Fugitive Pieces, and of 
twelve hitherto unprmted poems — forty-eight m all. For 
references to the mstribution of this issue — limited, says 
Moore, to one hundred copies — see letters to Mr Pigot and 
the Earl of Qare, dated January 16, February' 6, x&cj, and 
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tmdated letters of the same period to Sir W illipm Bankes 
and Jlr Falkner {Life, pp 41, 43) The annotated copy 
of Poems on Various Ocazsior^, referred to in the present 
edition, IS in the British Masenm. 

Early m the su mm er (Jime — ^July) of 1807, a volume, small 
octavo, named Hc7irs of Idleness — a title henceforth asso- 
ciated vrith Byron's early poems — ^ivas prmted and published 
by S and J. Ridge of Xemarl^ and was sold by the foUovnng' 
London booksellers : Crosby and Co ; Longman, Hurst, 
Rees, and Orme ; F and C. Rrvmglon , and J, ilamnan. 
The full title is, Hours of Idleness; a Series of Peons 
Original and Translated By George Gordon, Lord Byron, 
a him or. It numbers 1S7 pages, and consists of thirty-nme 
poems Of these, nineteen belonged to the origmal Fugitizc 
Pieces, eight had first appeared m Poems on Various 
Occasions, and twelve were published for the first tune. The 
“ Fragment of a Translation from the 9th Book of VirgiTs 
^nead^ {sic), numbering sixteen hues, reappears as “The 
!^isode of Nisus and Euryalus, A Paraphrase from the 
.iEneid, Lib 9,“ numbering 406 hnes. 

The final collection, also m small octavo, bearing the title 
Poems Original and TrarHated, by George Gordon, Lord 
Byron, second edition, was pnnt^ and published m 180S by 
S and J. Ridge of Newark, and sold b} the same London 
booksellers as Hours of Idleness It numbers 174 pages, 
and consists of seventeen of the onginal Fugitive Puces, 
four of those first published m Peons on Various Occasions, 
a reprmt of the twelve poems first published m Hours of 
Idleness, and five poems which now appeared for the firrt 
time — thirty-eight poems m alL Neither the title nor the 
contents of this so-imlled second edition corresponds exactly 
with the previous issue. 

Of the thirty-eignt Fugil ve Puces which constitute the 
suppressed quarto, only seventeen appear m aH three subse- 
quent issues. Of the twelve additions to Poons on Various 
Occasions, four were excluded from Hours cf Idleness, and 
four more from Poons Original and Translated 

The collection of minor poems entitled Hours of Idleruss, 
which has been mcluded in every edition of Bvron's Poetical 
Works issued by John Murray smee 1831, consists of seventy 
pieces, bemg the aggr^ate of the poems published m the 
three issues. Poems on Various Occasions, Hours of Idleruss, 
and Poems Original ard Translated, together with five 
other poems of the same period derived from other sources. 

In the present issue a general headmg, “ Hours of Idle- 
ness, and other Early Poems,’’ has been applied to the entire 
collection of Early Poems, 1S02-1809 The quarto has 
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been repnnted (excepting the lines “To Mar^’,” which 
BjTon himself dehberatcly suppressed) in its entirety, and 
in the onginal order The successive additions to the 
Poems on Various Occasions, Hours of Idleness, and Poems 
Original and Translated, follow in order of publication 
The remainder of the senes, viz poems first published in 
Moore’s Life and Journals of Lord Byron (1830) , poems 
hitherto unpubhshed , poems first published in the tVoris 
of Lord Byron (1832), and poems contnbuted to J C 
Hobhouse’s Imitations and Translations (1809), have been 
arranged in chronological order (For an important con- 
tribution to the bibliography of the quarto of 1 806, and of 
the other issues of Byroms Juvenilia, see papers by Mr R. 
Edgeumbe, Mr H Buxton Forman, C B , and others, m 
the Atheneeum, 1885, vol n pp 731-733, 769, and 1886, 
vol 1 p loi, etc For a collation of the contents of the 
four first issues and of certain large-paper copies of Hours 
of Idleness, etc , see The Bibliography of the Poetical Works 
of Lord Byron, vol vi of the present edition ) 



BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE 


TO 

ENGLISH BARDS, AND SCOTCH REV/EIVERS 

The JiIS M) of the first draft of Byron’s “Satire 

(see Letter to Pigot, October 26, 1S07) is now in Mr 
Mnrray’s possession It is wntten on foho sheets paged 
6-25, 2S-4.1, and numbers 360 lines. Mutilations on pages 
12, 13, 54, 33 account for the absence of ten additional Imes 
After the pubhcation of the January number of T/r 
Edtj’burgh Ret lew for iSoS (containing the critique on 
Hours of Idia Css), which was delayed tin the end of 
Febman, Byron added a banning and an endmg to the 
onginal draft. The MSS of these additions, which number 
nmetj hues, are wntten on quarto sheets, and have been 
bound up with the folios. (Lines 1-16 are missing) The 
poem, which with these and other additions had run up to 
560 Imes, was pnnted m book form (probably by Ridge of 
Newark), under the title of Brttxsl Bards, A Satire, “ This 
Poem.” writes ByTon [.l/N^" d/], “was begun m October, 
1S07, m London, and at different mtervals composed fium 
that period tdl September, iSoS, when it was completed at 
Newstead Abbey — B , iSoS.’’ .A. date, iSoS, is affixed to 
the last hne. Only one copy is extant, that which was 
purchased, m 1S67, from the executors of R. C. Dallas by 
the Trustees of the Bntish Museum. Even this copy has 
been mutilated Pages 17, iS, which must have contamed 
the first version of the atta^ on Je&ev (see Etg'ltsh Bards, 
p 332, Ime 439, note 2) have been tom out, and quarto 
proof-sheets m smaller type of Imes 43S-527, “ Hail to im- 
mortal Jeffirey,” etc., together with a quarto proof-sheet, m 
the same n-pe as BniisL Bards, contammg lines S4t>-559i 
“ lUnstnous HoUand.'" etc., have been mserted. Hobhouse’s 
Imes (first edition, Imes 247-262), which are not in the 
ongmal draft, are mcluded in Brjltsk Bards The insertion 
of the proofs increased the pnnted matter to 5S4 Imes After 
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A SATIRE. 


I had rather be a klcteo, and cry, metv ' 

Than ooe of these some metre ballad-mongers 

SBAESPEAnC 

Soch shameless Bards we have j and yet ’tis tme. 
There are as mad, abandon’d Cntios too 

Pope. 


LONDOig 

Pai-iTED FOB JAAIES CAWTHORN, Barnsn LianABV, 
No 24, CocESPtJB Street 
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the complebon of thts revnsed version of Bnitsh Bards. 
additions continued to be made Marginal corrections and 
MS fragfments, bound up with British Bards, together with 
fort} -four lines (lines 723-726, 819-858) which do not occur 
in MS M, make up with the printed matter the 696 lines 
which were published in March, 1809, under the title of 
English Bards, and Scotch Reviewers The folio and 
quarto sheets in Mr Murray’s possession {MS rl/) may 
be regarded as the MS of British Bards j British Bards 
(there are a few alterations, eg the substitution of lines 
319-326, "Mora\nans, anse," etc, for the eight lines on 
Pratt, which are to be found in the folio MS , and are 
pnntM in British Bards), with its accompanying MS 
fra^ents, as the foundation of the text of the fii^ edition 
of English Bards, and Scotch Reviewers 
Between the fust edition, published in March, and the 
second edition in October, 1809, the difference is even greater 
than between the first edition and British Bards The 
Preface was enlarged, and a postscnpt affixed to the text of 
the poem Hobhouse’s lines (first edition, 247-262) were 
omitted, and the following additional passages inserted, viz 
(1 ) Imes 1-0, “ Still must I hear,” etc , (11 ) Imcs 129-142, 
“ Thus saith the Preacher,” etc , (111 ) hues 363-417, “ But if 
some new-born whim,” etc- , (iv.) lines 638-706, “ Or hail at 
once,” etc , (v) lines 765-798, “When some brisk jouth,” 
etc , (vi ) lines 859-880, “ And here let Shee.” etc , (vii ) lines 
949-960, “ Yet what avails^” etc, , (viii ) lines 973-980, 
“There, Qarke,” etc , (ix.) Imes 1011-1070, “ Then hapless 
Bntam,” etc These additions number 370 lines, and, 
together with the 680 lines of the first edition (reduced from 
696 by the omission of Hobhouse’s contnbution), make up 
the 1050 lines of the second and third editions, and the 
doubtful fourth edition of i8io Of these additions. Nos 1 , 
11 , 111 , IV , VI , V111.J IX. exist in MS , and are boimd up with 
the folio MS now in Mr Murray’s possession 

The third edition, which is, generally, dated 1810, is a 
re^ca of the second edition 

The first issue of the fourth edition, which appeared m 
1810, IS identical with the second and thud editions A 
second issue of the fourth edition, dated i8ii, must have 
passed under Bjaron’s own supervision Lmes 723, 724 are 
added, and hues 725, 726 are materially altered The fourth 
edition of 1811 numbers 1052 Imes 

The suppressed fifth edition, numbermg 1070 lines (the 
copy in the Bntish Museum has the title-page of the fourth 
edition , a second copy, in Mr Murray’s possession, has no 
title-page), vanes from the fourth edition of 1811 by the 
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addition of lines 97-102 and 528-539, and by some twenty- 
nine emendations of the tevL Eighteen of these emenda- 
tions were made by BjTon in a copj' of the fourth edition 
which belonged to Leigh Htmt On another copj; m Mr 
Murray’s possession^ ]B}Ton made nine emendations, of 
which six are identical with those in the Hunt copj, and 
three appear for the first time It was in the latter volume 
that he inscribed his after-thoughts, which are dated “B 
1816” 

For a complete collation of the five editions of English 
Bards, and Scotch Reinesuers, and textual emendations in 
the two annotated volumes, and for a note on genuine and 
spurious copies of the first and other editions, see The 
Bibliography of the Poetical Works of Lord Byron, \ ol 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 

AND OTHER EARLY POEMS 


ON LEAVING NEWSTEAD ABBEY ‘• 


Why dost thou bmld the hall. Son of the ■winged days ’ Thou 
lookest from thy tovrer to-day yet a few years, and the blast of the 
desart comes it howls m thy empty court. — Ossian ' 


I 

Through thy battlements, Neiretead,® the hollow ttinds 
whistle “• 

Thou, the hall of my Fathers, art gone to decay , 

In thy once smiling garden, the hemlock and thistle 
Have choak’d up the rose, which late bloom’d in the 
way 

I On Leaving LL ST D — [410] 

On Leaving Newstead — [P on V Occasions ] 

II TltrongJi the cracks in these battlemaits loud the winds wJastle 

For the hall of my fathers ts gone to decay. 

And in yon once gay garden the hemlock and thistle 

ILave choaUd up the rose, which late bloom'd in the way — [4to] 

1 fThe motto was prefixed in Hours of Idleness ] 

2 [The pnory of Newstead, or de Novo Loco, m 
Sherwood, ivas founded about the year 1170, by Henry II 
On the dissolution of the monasteries it ivas granted fin 
1540) by Henry VIII to “ Sir John Byron the Little, ■with the 
great beard ” His portrait is still preserved at Newstead ] 


VOL I 


B 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


2 

Of the mail-cover’d Barons, who, proudly, to battle,'- 
Led theu: vassals from Europe to Palestme’s plain,' 
The escutcheon and shield, which ivith ev’ry blast rattle, 
Are the only sad vestiges now that remain 

3 

No more doth old Robert, with harp-stnnging numbers, 
Raise a flame, in the breast, for the war-laurell’d wreath , 
Near Askalon’s towers, John of Honstan ® slumbers. 
Unnerv’d is the hand of his minstrel, by death 

4 

Paul and Hubert too sleep in the valley of Cressy , 

For the safety of Edward and England they fell 
My Fathers ' the tears of your country redress ye 

How you fought ! how you died ! still her annals can tell 

5 

On Marston,^ with Rupert,^ 'gainst traitors contending, 
Four brothers ennch'd, with their blood, the bleak field , 

1 Of the barom of old, who emee proudly to battle — [ 4 *°] 

1 [No record of any crusading ancestors in the Bjron 
family can be found Moore conjectures that the legend 
w-as suggested b> some groups of heads on the old panel- 
work at Newstead, which appear to represent Christian 
soldiers and Saracens, and were, most probably, put up 
before the Abbej came into the possession of the famil) J 

2 Honstan Castle, in Derbyshire, an ancient scat of the 

B— R — N famil> [4toJ [Honston — ^4to ] ^ 

3 The battle of Marston Moor, where the adherents ol 
Charles I were defeated 

4, Son of the Elector Palatine, and related to Charles J 
He afterwards commanded the Fleet, in the reign ol 
Charles II 



OK LEAVING NEWSIFAD \CBE\ 


o 


For the rights of a monardi their country defending,' 
Till death their attachment to royalty seal’d.* 


6 

Shades of heroes, farewell > your descendant departing 
From the seat of his ancestors, bids you adieu ! "• 
Abroad, or at home, your remembrance imparting 
New courage, he’ll think upon glory and you 


7 

Though a tear dim his eye at this sad separation,''* 

’Tis nature, not fear, that exates his regret , 

Far distant he goes, with the same emulation, 

The fame of his fathers he ne’er can forget ’ 

1 For Charles the Martyr that country defending — 

[4to P on V Occastons ] 

u Bids ye adieu / — [410] 
in 7 hough a tear duns — [4to] 

IV ’ Tis nature, not fear, which commands his regret — [4I0] 

V In the grave he alone can hts fathers forget — [410] 

I [Sir Nicholas BjTon, the great-grandson of Sir John 
Byron the Little, distinguished himself m the Civil Wars 
He IS described by Clarendon of the Rebellion, 1807, 

1 316) as “ a person of great affability and dextenty^ as well 
as martial knowledge ” He was Governor of Carhsle, and 
afterwards Governor of Chester His nephew and heir-at- 
law, Sir John Byron, of Clayton, K.B (159^1652), was 
raised to the peerage as Baron Byron of Rochdale, after the 
Battle of Newbury, October 26, 1643 held successively 
the posts of Lieutenant of the Tower, Governor of Chester, 
and, after the eiqnilsion of the Royal Family from England, 
Governor to the Duke of York. He died childless, and was 
succeeded by his brother Richard, the second lord, from 
whom the poet was descended Five younger brothers, as 
Richard’s monument m the chancel of Hucknall Torkard 
Church records, “ faithfully served King Charles the First in 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


8 

That fame, and that memory, still will he chensh , '■ 

He vows that he ne’er mil disgrace your renown • 

Like you will he live, or like you iviU he perish , 

When decay’d, may he mmgle his dust with your own 1 

1803 


TO E ^ 

Let Folly smile, to view the names 
Of thee and me, m Fnendship twm'd , 

Yet Virtue will have greater claims 
To love, than rank mth vice combm’dL 

And though unequal is /A)’ fate, 

Since title deck’d my higher birth , 

Yet envy not this gaudy state, 

77/z«r IS the pnde of modest worth 

Our at least congenial meet, 

Nor can r/y’ lot rank disgrace , 

Our mtercourse is not less sweet. 

Since worth of rank supphes the place 

November, 1802 


1 y<mr fame, and your memory, still will he chensh — [4to] 

the Cml Wars, suffered much for their lo> alty, and lost all 
their present fortunes ” (See Life of Lord Byron, bj Kari 
Elze Appendix, Note (A), p 436 )] 

I [E was, according to Moore, a bo}' of Byron s own 

age, the son of one of the tenants at N ew'stead ] 



ON THE DEATH OP A YOUNG LADY 


3 


ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY,’ 
COUSIN TO THE AUTHOR, AND VERY DEAR 
TO HIM 

I 

Hush’d are the winds, and still the evening gloom, 
Not e’en a zephyr wanders through the grove, 
^Vhllst I return to view my Margaret’s tomb. 

And scatter flowers on the dust I love 


1 The author claims the indulgence of the reader more 
for this piece than, perhaps, any other m the collection , but 
as It was ^vntten at an earlier period than the rest (being 
composed at the age of fourteen), and his first essay, he 
preferred submitting it to the indulgence of his friends in its 
present state, to mmnng either addition or alteration — [4to] 
[“My first dash into poetry was as early as 1800 It was 
the ebullition of a passion for my first cousin, Margaret 
Parker (daughter and granddaughter of the two Admirals 
Parker), one of the most beautiful of evanescent beings 
I have long forgotten the verse , but it would be difficult for 
me to forget her — ^her dark eyes — her long eye-lashes — ^her 
completely Greek cast of face and figure I I was then about 
twelve — she rather older, perhaps a year She died about 
a year or two afterwards, in consequence of a fall, which 
injured her spine, and induced consumption I knew 

nothing of her lUness, being at Harrow and in the country 
till she was gone Some y ears after, I made an attempt at 
an elegy — a very dull one .” — Byron Diary, 1821 , Ltfe,-p 17 ] 
[Margaret Parker was the sister of Sir Peter Parker, whose 
death at Baltimore, in 1814, Byron celebrated mthe “ Elegiac 
Stanzas,” which were first pubhshed in the poems attached 
to the seventh edition of Chtlde Harold'] 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


2 

Within this narrow cell reclines her clay, 

That clay, where once such animation beam’d , 

The King of Terrors seiz’d her as his prey , 

Not worth, nor beauty, have her life redeem’d 

3 

Oh 1 could that King of Terrors pity feel. 

Or Heaven reverse the dread decree of fate, 

Not here the mourner would his gnef reveal. 

Not here the Muse her virtues would relate 

4 

But wherefore weep? Her matchless spmt soars 
Beyond where splendid shines the orb of day , 

And w'ceping angels lead her to those bow'ers, 
AMiere endless pleasures virtuous deeds repay 

5 

And shall presumptuous mortals Heaven arraign 1 
And, madly. Godlike Providence accuse ! 

Ah ! no, far flj from me attempts so vain , — 

I’ll ne’er submission to my God refuse 

6 

Yet IS remembrance of those virtues dear. 

Yet fresh the memory of that beauteous face, 

Still they call forth m} warm affection’s tear. 

Still in my heart retain them w onted place.' 

iSo2 

1 Stub scrrt’ui I'nn^t r e honour, nol dtsp-acc — U*°l 



TO D 


7 


TO D 1 

I 

In thee, I fondly hop’d to clasp 

A fnend, whom death alone could se\ er , 
Till envy, with malignant grasp,*- 

Detach’d thee from my breast for ever 


2 

True, she has forc’d thee from my breast. 

Yet, in my heart, thou keep’st thy seat , 
There, there, thine image sUll must rest. 

Until that heart shall cease to beat 

3 

And, when the grave restores her dead, 

\Vhen life agam to dust is given. 

On thy dear breast I’ll lay my head — 

Wthout thee I where would be my Hecrven 1 

Febmar), 1803 


I Bui ettvy -mth mahgnant grasp, 

Jpas iortt the: from my breast for ever — [4to] 
u But xn my heart — [410] 

I [George John, Sth Earl Delawarr (1791-1869) (See 
note 2, p 100, see also lines “To George, Earl Delawarr,” 
pp 126-128 )] 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


TO CAROLINE'- 

I 

Think’st thou I saw thy beauteous eyes, 
Suffus’d m tears, implore to stay , 

And heard tinmorJd thy plenteous sighs, 
IMiich said far more than i\ ords can say ? “■ 


Though keen the gnef ihy tears exprest,"'- 
'\\Tien love and hope lay loth o’erthrown , 
Yet still, my girl, this bleedmg breast 
Throbb’d, mth deep sorrow, as thuie own 

3 

But, when our cheeks with anguish glow’d, 
YTien ihy sweet lips were jom’d to mme. 
The tears that from 7ny eyehds flow’d 
Were lost m those which fell from thine 

4 

Thou could’st not feel my bummg cheek. 
Thy gushmg tears had quench’d its flame. 
And, as thy tongue essay’d to speak. 

In stghs alone it breath’d my name 

1 To [ 4 *°] 

n than zi'crdi could saj — [4to] 

HI TT-cigh deep tl e gnef 



TO CAROLINE 


9 


5 

And yet, my girl, we weep m vain, 

In vain our fate in sighs deplore , 
Remembrance only can remam. 

But ihaf^ wall make us weep the more 

6 

Agam, thou best belov’d, adieu ) 

Ah ' if thou canst, o’ercome regret, 

Nor let thy imnd past joys review, 

Our only hope is, to forget 1 

1805 


TO CAROLINE' 

1 

You say you love, and yet your eye 
No symptom of that love conveys, 

You say you love, yet know not why, 

Your cheek no sign of love betrays 

2 

Ah 1 did that breast with ardour glow, 

With me alone it joy could know, 

Or feel with me the listless woe, 

\Vhich racks my heart when far from thee 

I [These lines, which appear in the Quarto, were never 
republished ] 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


3 

"Whene’er is e meet my blushes nse, 

And mantle through my purpled cheek, 
But yet no blush to min e rephes, 

Nor e’en yoirr eyes your love bespeak 

4 

Your voice alone declares your flame, 

And though so sweet it breathes my name, 
Our passions still are not the same , 

Alas ' you cannot love like me 

5 

For e’en your hp seems steep’d m snow, 
And though so oft it meets my kiss, 

It bums with no responsive glow. 

Nor melts like mine m dewy bliss 

6 

^\h ' what are i\ ords to love like mine, 
Though uttered by a voice like thine, 

I still in murmurs must repme. 

And think that love can ne’er he true, 

7 

YTiich meets me with no joyous sign, 
Wthout a sigh which bids adieu , 

How different is my love from thine, 

Hou keen my gnef when leanng >ou 



TO CAROLINE 


II 


8 

Your image fills my anxious breast, 

Pill day declmes adoim the West, 

And when at night, I sink to rest. 

In dreams your fancied form I view 

9 

’Tis then your breast, no longer cold, 

■\Yith equal ardour seems to bum, 

YTule close your arms around me fold. 

Your lips my kiss with warmth return 

10 

Ah ! would these joyous moments last , 

Yam Hope \ the gay delusion 's past, 

That voice ! — ah ! no, ’tis but the blast, 

tVhich echoes through the neighbounng grove 

11 

But when awake, your lips I seek. 

And clasp enraptur’d aU your charms. 

So chill’s the pressure of your cheek, 

I fold a statue in my arms 

12 

If thus, when to my heart embrac’d. 

No pleasure m your eyes is trac’d. 

You may be prudent, fair, and chaste. 

But ah ! my girl, you do not love 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


TO EMMA.' 

I 

Since now the hour is come at last, 

'\^Tlen you must qmt your anxious lover , 
Smce now, our dream of bliss is past, 

One pang, my girl, and all is over 

■ 2 

Alas ! that pang will be severe, 

AVhich bids us part to meet no more , 
A\Tiich tears me far from one so dear. 
Departing for a distant shore 

3 

Well ' V e have pass’d some happy hours. 
And joy vail mingle with our tears , 
^^’hcn thinking on these ancient tow ers, 
The shelter of our infant years , 

4 

Where from this Gothic casement’s height, 
We view’d the lake, the park, the dell. 
And shll, though tears obstruct our sight, 
We hngermg look a last farevell. 


I To Marta [410] 



TO EMMA 


13 


5 

O’er fields through which we us’d to run, 
And spend tlie hours in childish play , 

O’er shades where, when our race ivas done. 
Reposing on my breast you lay , 

6 

'Whilst I, admiring, too remiss. 

Forgot to scare the hovenng flies, 

Yet envied every fly the kiss. 

It dat’d to give your slumbenng eyes 

7 

See still the little painted bark, 

In which I row’d you o’er the lake , 

See there, high -wavmg o’er the park. 

The dm I clamber’d for your sake 

8 

These times are past, our joys are gone, 
You leave me, leave this happy vale , 

These scenes, I must retrace alone , 
Yflthout thee, what will they avail ? 

9 

Who can conceive, who has not prov’d, 

The anguish of a last embrace ? 

\Vhen, tom from all you fondly lov’d. 

You bid a long adieu to peace 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


lO 

Tilts IS the deepest of our w oes. 

For this these tears our cheeks bedew , 
This IS of love the final close, 

Oh, God I the fondest, last adieu ' 

1 80s 


FRAGMENTS OF SCHOOL EXERCISES 
FROM THE “PROMETHEUS VINCTUS” OF 
^CHYLUS 

t nAyra ptfiwVy 

Great Jove ' to whose Almighty Throne 
Both Gods and mortals homage pay, 

Ne’er may my soul thy power disown, 

Thy dread behests ne’er disobey 
Oft shall the sacred \achm fall. 

In sea-girt Ocean’s mossy hall , 

M> voice shall raise no impious stram, 

’Gainst him who rules the sky and azure mam 

How different now thy joyless fate, 

Since first Hesione thy bnde, 
tYhcn plac’d aloft in godlike state, 

The blushmg beautj by thy side, 

I [The Greek heading does not appear in the Quarto, nor 
in the three first Editions ] 



A.NWFR TO ROUSSEAU 1 5 

Thou sat’st, while reverend Ocean smil’d, 

And mirthful strains the hours beguil’d , 

The Nymphs and Tritons danc’d around, 

Nor yet thy doom was fix’d, nor Jove relentless frown’d * 

Harrow, December i, 1804 


LINES 

WRITTEN IN “letters OF AN ITALIAN NUN AND AN 
ENGLISH GENTLEMAN, BY J J ROUSSEAU FOUNDED 
ON FACTS" 

“ Away, away, — ^your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts , 

And yott will smtie at their beheving, 

And they shall weep at your deceivmg ’’ 

ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING, ADDRESSED TO MISS 

Dear simple girl, those flattering arts, 

(From which thou’dst guard frail female hearts,) 

1 Annoer lo the above — [4to] 
u From which )ou’d — [410] 

1 [“ My first Harrow verses (that is, English, as exercises), 

a translation of a chorus from the Proniethens of Alschylus, 
were received by Dr Drury, my grand patron (our head- 
master), but coolly No one had, at that time, the least 
notion that I should subside into poetry ” — I-tfe, p 20 The 
hnes are not a translation but a loose adaptation or para- 
phrase of part of a chorus of the PrometheitsVtnctus, 1 528, ] 

2 [A second edition of this work, of which the title is. 
Letters, etc, translated from the French of Jean Jacques 
Rousseau, was published in London, m 1784- It is, pro- 
bably, a literary forgery ] 
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HOURS OF IDLENF^S 


Exist but in imagination, 

Mere phantoms of thine oim creation , ' 

For he nho Mens that mtching grace, 

That perfect form, that lo\ ely face, 
t\^th e) es adminng, oh ' believe me, 

He never wishes to deceive thee 
Once in th}'^ polish’d mirror glance ”• 

Thou’lt there descrj' that elegance 
tVhich from our sex demands such praises. 
But envy m the other raises — 

Then he who tells thee of thy beaut}',”’’ 
Believe me, only does his duty 
Ah ' fly not from the candid j outh , 

It IS not flattery, — ’tis truth 

>/}, iSoi 


ON A CHANGE OF MASTERS AT A GREAT 
PUBLIC SCHOOL’ 

Where are those honours, Ida ' once your own 
MTien Probus fill’d your magisterial throne ? 

As anaent Rome, fast falhng to digrace. 

Hail’d a Barbanan m her Cmsar’s place, 

I Merc fhantoms of j mr owr Croatian , 

For he who sees — {410] 

II Once let you at your mirror glancL 
Ycn^ll there descry that ele^nce — [4to] 

m Then he who tells you of your beauty — [410] 

IV It ts not flattery, but truth -{410] 

I [In March, 1805, Dr Drurj, the Probus of the piece. 



ON A CHANGE OF MASIERS AT A PUBLIC SCHOOL 

So you, degenerate, share as hard a fate. 

And seat Fomposits where your Frobus sate 
Of narrow brain, yet of a narrower soul,'" 
Pomposus holds you in his harsh controul , 
Pomposus, by no social virtue sivay’d. 

With flond jargon, and with vain parade , 

With noisy nonsense, and new-fangled rules, 

(Such as were ne’er before enforc’d in schools )''• 
Mistaking pedantry for learmng's laws. 

He governs, sanction’d but by self-applause , 

With him the same dire fate, attending Rome, 
Ill-fated Ida 1 soon must stamp your doom 
Like her o’erthrown, for ever lost to fame, 

No trace of saence left you, but the name 

Harrow, yiily, 1805 


I but of a tiarroiver soul — [410] 

n Such as were n^er before beheld in schools — [410] 

retired from the Head-mastership of Harrow School, and 
■was succeeded by Dr Butler, the Pomposus “ Dr Drury,” 
said Byron, in one of his note-books, “ ivas the best, the 
kindest (and yet stnet, too) fnend I ever had , and I look 
upon him still as a father ” Out of affection to his late 
preceptor, Byron advocated the election of Mark Drury to 
the vacant post, and hence his dislike of the successful 
candidate He rvas reconciled to Dr Butler before departing 
for Greece, in i8og, and in his diary he says, “ I treated him 
rebeUiously, and have been sorry ever smee.” (See allusions 
in and notes to “ Childish Recollections,” pp 84-106, and 
especially note i, p 88, notes i and 3, p 89, and note i, 
P 91)3 
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EPITAPH ON A BELOVED FRIEND 
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\Vhat sighs re-echo’d to thy parting breath, 

^^^lllst thou i\ast struggling in the pangs of deatli ' 
Could tears retard the tyrant m his course , 

Could sighs avert his dart’s relentless force , 

Could youth and virtue claim a short delay, 

Or beauty charm the spectre from his prey , 

Thou still hadst liv’d to bless my aching sight. 

Thy comrade’s honour and thy fnend’s delight 

If yet thy gentle spirit hover mgh 

The spot where now thy mouldenng ashes he, 

Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart, 

A gnef too deep to trust the sculptor’s art 
No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep. 

But living statues there are seen to i\ eep , 

AfHicbon’s semblance bends not o’er thy tomb. 
Affliction’s self deplores thy youthful doom 
AVhat though thy sire lament his fading bne, 

A father’s sorrow's cannot equal mme ! 

Though none, like thee, his dymg hour wdl cheer. 
Yet other offspnng soothe his anguish here 

Fnend ” The motto was prefixed m Honrs of Idleness The 
epigram which Bergk kaves under Plato’s name was 
translated by Shelley {foents, 1895, ni 361) — 

“ Thou wert the morning star 
Among the livmg, 

Ere thy fair hght had fled , 

Now having died, thou art as 
Hesperus, givmg 
New splendour to the dead ” 

There is an echo of the Greek distich in Byron’s exquisite 
line, “The Mommg-Star of Memory ”] 
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But, A\ho ulth me shall hold thy former place ? 
Thine image, what neu friendship can efface ? 

Ah, none ! — a father’s tears \nll cease to floiv, 
Time -mil assuage an mfant brother’s u oe , 

To all, save one, is consolation known, 

^Vhlle sohtary Fnendship sighs alone. 

Harrow , 1S03 ' 


ADRIAN’S ADDRESS TO HIS SOUL 
WHEN DYING. 

ANijnjiA ' vagula, Blandula, 

Hospes, comesque corpons, 

Quse nunc abibis m Loca — 

Pallidula, ngida, nudula, 

Nec, ut soles, dabis Jocos ? 

Translation 

Ah ' gentle, fleetmg, wav’nng Spnte, 

Fnend and associate of this clay > 

To what unknown region borne, 

Wilt thou, now, wmg thy distant flight ? 

No more with wonted humour gay, 

But palhd, cheerless, and forlorn 

1S06 

I [The words, “Southwell, March 17,” are added, in a 
lady’s hand, on p 9 of the annotated copy of P on V 
Occasions m the British Museum The conjecture that the 
“ beloved faend,” who is of humble ongm, is identical with 
“ E ” of the verses on p 4, remains uncertain ] 
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A FRAGMENT 1 

When, to their airy hall, my Fathers’ voice 
Shall call my spmt, joyful in their choice , 

^Vhen, pois’d upon the gale, my form shall nde, 
Or, dark in mist, descend the mountain’s side , 

Oh ! may my shade behold no sculptur’d urns, 

To mark the spot where earth to earth returns ' 

No lengthen’d scroll, no praise-encumber’d stone , 
My eptiaj)h shall be my name alone - 
If that Math honour fail to crown my claj',"- 
Oh ! may no other fame ray deeds repay I 
That^ only that, shall single out the spot , 

By that remember’d, or with that forgot 

1803 


TO CAROLINE 

I 

Oh ! when shall the grave hide for ever my sorrov'? 

Oh I when shall my soul iving her flight from this clay ? 

I Nc lengthm'd scroll of virhu and rcncnun — [410 P on V Occ ] 

II Ifitat ivtth Jicnottr fails — [410] 

III But that remember’d, orforder forgot — [4to P on P Occasions ] 

1 [There is no heading in the Quarto ] 

2 [In his ivill, drawn up m 1811, Byron gave directions 
that “no inscnphon, save his name and age, should be 
ivntten on his tomb” June, 1819, he VTote to Murray 
“ Some of the epitaphs at the Certosa cemetery, at Ferrara, 
pleased me more than the more splendid monuments at 
Bologna, for instance, ‘ Martini Lmgi Implora pace.’ Can 
anything be more fuU of pathos? I hope whoever may 
survive me iviU see those two words, and no more, put o\er 
me”— pp 131,39s] 

3 [To [4to]] 



HOURS OF rOLEXESS 


The present is hell ' and the coming to-morrorv 
But brings, -with new torture, the curse of to-day 


2 . 

From my eje Sows no tear, from mj lips Sow no curses, '• 
I blast not the Sends who have hurl’d me from bhss 
For poor is the soul which, bewaihng, rehearses 
Its querulous gnef, when in anguish like this — 

3 

Was my eie, 'stead of tears with red fuiy’ Bakes 
bright’ning, 

Would my bps breathe a Same uhich no stream could 
assuage, 

On our foes should m} glance launch in lengeance its 
lightning, 

With transport my tongue gi\-e a loose to its rage 

4 

But now tears and curses, alike unaiaihng. 

Would add to the souls of our tjaants (Jehght , 

Could they laew us our sad separation bewailing, 

Their meraless hearts would rejoice at the sight 

5 

Yet, still, though we bend with a feign’d resignation, 

Life beams not for us aath one ray that can cheer , 

Loi e and Hope upon earth brmg no more consolation, 

In the grai e is our hope, for in life is our fear 
I fall no curses — [410 P or V Oceastci s ] 



TO CAROLINE. 
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6 

Oh ' when, my ador’d, m the tomb will they place me, 
Smce, in life, love and fnendship for ever are fled ? 
If again m the mansion of death I embrace thee, 
Perhaps they wall leave unmolested — ^the dead 

1805 


TO CAROLINE' 

I 

When I hear you express an affection so warm, 

Ne’er thmk, my belov’d, that I do not believe , 

For your lip w ould the soul of suspicion disarm, 

And your eye beams a ray which can never deceive 

Yet still, this fond bosom regrets, while adoring. 

That love, like the leaf, must fall mto the sear, 

That Age wall come on, when Remembrance, deplonng. 
Contemplates the scenes of her youth, with a tear , 

3 

'fhat the time must amve, when, no longer retaimng 
Their auburn, those locks must wave thm to the breeze, 
YTien a few silver hairs of those tresses remaining, 

Prove nature a prey to decay and disease 

I [There is no heading in the Quarto ] 
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4 

’Tis this, my belov’d, which spreads gloom o’er my 
features, 

Though I ne’er shall presume to arraign the decree 
^Vhlch God has proclaim’d as the fate of his creatures. 

In the death which one day \nll depnve you of me'- 

5 

Mistake not, sweet sceptic, the cause of emotion,"^ 

No doubt can the mind of your lover invade , 

He worships each look with such faithful devotion, 

A smile can enchant, or a tear can dissuade 

6 

But as death, my belov’d, soon or late shall o’ertake us. 
And our breasts, which alive ivith such sympathy glow. 
Will sleep in the grave, till the blast shall awake us, 
^Vhen calling the dead, in Earth’s bosom laid low' 

7 

Oh 1 then let us dram, while we may, draughts of pleasure, 
WHuch from passion, like ours, must unceasmgly flow , 
Let us pass round the cup of Love’s bliss in full measure. 
And quaflf the contents as our nectar below . 

iSo5 


1 

II 


111 


— loill deprive me of thee — [410] 

No jargon of priests der our itttiou toas mutledd. 

To met the fetters of husband and tmfe , 

By our hps, by our hearts, -were our voivs alone utied d, 

To perform them, in full, svoitld ask more than a life 14 ' ■< 
imll unceasingly flow — [410] . 



OV A DISTANT VIEW OF KARROV 


ON A DISTANT VIEW OF THE VILLAGE AND 
SCHOOL OF HARROW ON THE HILL, 1806. 

Oh ! milu prctcntos rcfcrat si Jupiter annos ' — ^%'lRGIL 
I 

Ye scenes of my childhood, whose lov’d recollection 
Embitters the present, compar'd with the past , 

VTiere science first dawn’d on the pow ers of reflection. 
And friendships were form’d, too romanPc to last , ” 


VTtiere fanej", yet, joys to retrace the resemblance 

Of comrades, in friendship and mischief allied , 

How w elcome to me } our ne’er fading remembrance,’- 

Vfliich rests in the bosom, though hope is deny’d ' 

3 

Again I revisit the hills where we sported. 

The streams where we swam, and the fields where we 
fought , •* 

1 ffaiu vjetcame oitce vtore — [4to] 

1 [The motto was prefixed m Hours of Idle?tess ] 

2 [“M> school-fhendships w'ere with me passtous (for 
I was always nolent), but I do not know that there is one 
which has endured (to be sure, some hai e been cut short by 
death) till now ” — Diary, 1821 , Life, p 21 ] 

3 [Byron ivas at first placed in the house of Mr Heniy’ 
Drury, but in 1803 -was remored to that of Mr Evans 
“The reason why Lord ByTon wishes for the change, anses 
from the repeated complaints of Mr Henry Drury respecting 
his inattention to busmess, and his propensity to make 
others laugh and disregard their employment as much as 
himself” — Dr Joseph Drur\ to Mr John Hanson ] 

4, [“ At Harrow I fought my way very fairly I thmk I 
lost but one battle out of sei'en ” — Diary, 1821 , Life, p 21 ] 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


The school where, loud warn’d by the bell, we resorted, 
To pore o’er the precepts by Pedagogues taught 

4 

Again I behold where for hours I have ponder’d, 

As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone ^ I lay , 

Or round the steep brow of the churchyard I wander’d. 
To catch the last gleam of the sun’s setting ray 

5 

I once more new the room, with spectators surrounded, 
■\\Tiere, as Zanga,^ I trod on Alonzo o’erthrown , 
WTiile, to swell ray young pnde, such applauses resounded, 
I fancied that Mossop ^ himself was outshone 

6 

Or, as Lear, 1 pour’d forth the deep imprecation. 

By my daughters, of kmgdom and reason depnv’d , 
Till, fir’d b> loud plaudits and self-adulation, 

I regarded myself as a Gamck reviv’d ‘• 


1 I constdci^d my self — [410] 

1 [A tomb m the churchyard at Harrow \ras so well 
known to be his fa\ ounte resting-place, that the boj'S called 
It “ Byron’s Tomb ” and here, they say, he used to sit for 
hours, wrapt up in thought. — Ltfe, P 26 J 

2 [For the display of his declamatory powers, on the 
speech-days, he selected always the most i ehement passages , 
such as the speech of Zanga over the body of Alonzo, and 
Lear’s address to the storm — Lsfe, p 20, nolCj and fost, 
p 103, var 1 ] 

3 [Henry Mossop (1729-1773), a contemporax)' of Garrmn, 
famous for his performance of “ Zanga ” m Young’s tragedy 
of The Revenge ] 
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I 

Ye dreams of boyhood, how much I regret you I 
Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast, ' 

Though sad and deserted, I ne’er can forget you 
Your pleasures may still be m fancj' possest 

8 

To Ida full oft may remembrance restore me,“- 
YTnle Fate shall the shades of the future unroll ' 

Since Darkness o’ershadows the prospect before me, 
More dear is the beam of the past to my soul ' 

9 

But if, through the course of the years w hich aw ait me, 
Some new scene of pleasure should open to view, 

I wall say, while with rapture the thought shall elate me, 
“ Oh I such w ere the days which my infancy knew ” ' 

i8o6 


1 As ymtr memory beams through tins agoiiit^ d breast , 

This sad and deserted, I nder can forget you. 

Though this heart throbs to bursting by anguish possest — [410] 
Your memory beams through this agonized breast — 

[P on V Occasions ] 

u I thought this poor brain, fever’d even to madness. 

Of tears as of reason for ever was drain'd. 

But the drops which noio flow down this bosom of sadness. 
Convince me the springs have some moisture retain'd 

Sweet scenes-of my childhood I your blest recollection. 

Has wrung from these eyelids, to weeping long dead. 

In torrents, the tears of my warmest afection. 

The last and the fondest, 1 ever shall shed — 

[410 P on V Occasions ] 

I [Stanzas 8 and 9 first appeared in Hours of Idleness ] 
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HOr^ OF IDLENESS. 


THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY A COLLEGE 
EX.\^aXATIOX 

High in the nCdst. sirrronrded b} his pests, 

M \Gta'3 ' his amp’e front snbLtne upreais ^ 

Placd on hiS chsl- of state, be seems a. God, 

ViTiile Sop ns - nnd Freshman tremo'e at his rod 
As all arotmd sit wrapt in speechless gloom.'" 

H~s voice, in tnander, shakes the soundlrg dome : 
Denouncing dme reproach to luckless fools. 
Unskili’d to p^od in mataemattc rules 


Happr tne youtn in Eed'c s axioms tned. 
Tnougn litde vers'd in an^- art beside 
Who, scarcely skill d an English line to psn.^ 
Scans metres vnta a critic's ken. 



THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY A COLLEGE EXAMINATION 29 

WTiat ' though he knoivs not how his fathers bled, 
■\\Tien avil discord pil’d the fields ivith dead, 

^^^len Edward bade his conquering bands advance. 

Or Henry trampled on the crest of France 
Though mar\ elling at the name of Magjta C/iaiia, 

Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta , 

Can tell, ivhat edicts sage Lyatrgrts made, 

YTule Blackstoiids on the shelf, neglected laid , 20 

Of Grecian dramas vaunts the deathless fame, 

Of Avotis bard, rememb’nng scarce the name 

Such IS the youth whose saentific pate 
Class-honours, medals, fellowships, await , 

Or even, perhaps, the declamation pnze, 

If to such glorious height, he lifts his eyes 
But lo ! no common orator can hope 
The envied silver cup within his scope 
Not that our heads much eloquence reqmre, 

Th’ Athenian’s * glowing style, or Tolly’s fire 30 
A manner dear or warm is useless, smee *• 

We do not try by speaking to convince , 

Be other orators of pleasing proud , — 

We speak to please ourselves, not move the crowd 
Our gravity prefers the muttering tone, 

A proper mixture of the squeak vend, gioan 

1 The manner cf the speech ts nothing, since — 

[410 P on y Occasions J 

1 Demosthenes 




THOUGHTS SUGGESThU BY A COLLEGE EXAMINATION 3 1 

More than the verse on which the critic surotc 
Vain as then honours, heavy as their Ale,^ 

Sad as their wit, and tedious as their tale , 60 

To fnendship dead, though not untaught to feel, 
tVhen Self and Church demand a Bigot zeal 
Vhth eager haste they court the lord of power, '• 
0\Tiether ’tis Prrr or Petty “ rules the hour ,) 

To him, YTth suppliant smiles, they bend the head, 
■\Vhile distant mitres to their eyes are spread , 

But should a storm o'erwhelm him until disgrace. 
They’d fly to seek the next, who fill’d his place 
Such are the men who learmng’s treasines guard ' 

Such is their practice^ such is their reward 1 70 

This much, at least, we may presume to sa> — 

The premium can’t exceed the price they pay 

1806 

1 The) court the tool of powa [410 P on J' Occasions ] 

11. Ifthite mitres, prebends — [410 P on V Occasions ] 
in 77;<f reward’s scarce equal to the price they pay — [410] 

Person’s Devil’s Walk This was a common misappre- 
hension at the time The Devil’s Thoughts ivas the joint 
composition of Coleridge and Southey, but it was generally 
attnbnted to Person, who took no trouble to disclaim it It 
was onginally published m the Morning Post, Sept 6, 1799, 
and Stuart, the editor, said that it raised the circulation of 
the paper for several days after (See Colendge’s Poems 
(1893). pp 147,621)] 

1 [Lines 5p^2 are not in the Quarto They' first appeared 
in Poems Original and Translated'^ 

2 Since this rvas written, Lord Henry Petty has lost his 
place, and subsequently (I had almost said consequently) the 
honour of representing the University A fact so glaring 
requires no comment. [Lord Henry Petty, M P for the 
University of Cambndge, ivas Chancellor of the Exchequer in 
1805 , but in 1807 he lost his seat. In i8op he succeeded 
his brother as Marquis of Lansdowne He died in 1863 ] 




TO MARV 


00 


Which gave a lustre to its blue, 

Like Luna o’er the ocean playing ? 

5 

Sv eet copy ! far more dear to me, 

Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art, 

Than all the living forms could be, 

Save her who plac’d thee next my heart 

6 

She plac’d it, sad, vith needless fear, 

Lest time might shake my wavenng soul, 
Unconscious that her image there 
Held every sense in fast controul 

7 

Thro’ hours, thro’ years, thro’ time, ’livill cheer — 
My hope, m gloomy moments, raise , 

In life’s last conflict ’twill appear. 

And meet my fond, expinng gaze 

station m life. Byron used to show a lock of her light golden 
hair, as well as her picture, among his friends (See Ltfc, 
P 41, notcy^ 
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HOURS OF IDLENiSS 


ON THE DEATH OF MR FOX,i 

THE FOLLOWING ILLIBERAL IMPROMPTU APPEARED IN 
THE “ MORNING POST.” 

“ Our Nation’s foes lament on Jvx’s death, 

But bless the hour, when Pitt resign’d his breath 
These feelings wide, let Sense and Truth undue, 

We give the palm, i\here Justice points its due ” 

TO WHICH IHE AUTHOR OF THESE PIECES SENT THE 
FOLLOWING REPLY *• FOR INSERTION IN THE 
“ MORNING CHRONICLE ” 

Oh, factious viper t whose envenom’d tooth 
Would mangle, still, the dead, perverting truth , "■ 

What, though our “ nation’s foes ” lament the fate, 

With generous feehng, of the good and great , 

Shall dastard tongues essay to blast the name "*• 

Of him, whose meed exists m endless fame ? 

IVhen PiTT expir’d m plemtude of power, 

Though ill success obscur’d his dying hour, 

I The subjoined Reply — [4to] 

II Would mangle, still, the dead, tn spite of truth — [4I0] 

III Shall, therefore, dastard tongues assail the name 
Of him, luhose virtues claim eternal famel — [4to] 

1 [The stanza on the death of Fox appeared in the Morn- 
ing Post, September 26, 1806] 
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Pity her dewy wings before him spread, 

For noble spmts “ war not with the dead , ” 

His fnends in tears, a last sad requiem gave, 

As all his errors slumber’d m the grave , '• 

He sunk, an Atlas bending ’neath the weight “• 

Of cares o’erwhelming our conflicting state 
^Vhen, lo ' a Hercules, m Fox, appear’d, 

^Vho for a time the rum’d fabne rear’d 
He, too, IS fall’n, who Bntam's loss supphed,'*'- 
IVith him, our fast reviving hopes have died , 

Not one great people, only, raise his um. 

All Europe’s far-extended regions mourn 
“ These feelmgs wide, let Sense and Truth undue. 

To give the palm where Justice points its due , ” ^ 
Yet, let not canker’d Calumny assail,'' 

Or round her statesman wmd her gloomy veil. 

Fox ' o’er whose corse a moummg world must weep, 
"Whose dear remams in honour’d marble sleep , 

For whom, at last, e'en hosble nations groan. 

While fnends and foes, alike, his talents oivn — 


1 Arid all hts errors — [410] 

u He thedt art Atlas baidtng 'neath the •weight 
Of cares oppressing our unhappy slate 
But lol another Hercules appeared — l4to] 
lu He too ts dead who still our England prop fd 

With him OUT fast reviving hopes have dropfd — [410] 

IV And gwe the palm — [410] 

V But let not cankedd Calumny assail 
And round — Hto] 

vi And fnends and foes — [410] 
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Fox ' shall, in Bntain’s future annals, shine, 
Nor e'en to Put, the patnot’s palm resign , 
^^^llch Env}"^, M eanng Candour’s sacred mask. 
For Pitt, and Pirr alone, has daFd to ask 

[SOUTHW KLL, Oct , 1S06 ] ' 


TO A LADY WHO PRESENTED TO TILE AUTHOR 
A LOCK OF HAIR BRAIDED WITH HIS OWN, 
AND APPOINTED A NIGHT IN DECEMBER TO 
MEET HIM IN THE GARDEN = 

These locks, which fondly thus entwine, 

In firmer chains our hearts confine. 

Than all th’ unmeaning protestations 
AVhich swell with nonsense, love orations 
Our love is fix’d, I think w'e’ve prov’d it , 

Nor time, nor place, nor art have mov'd it , 

Then wherefore should we sigh and whine, 

With groundless jealousy repme , 

■\\’ith sUly whims, and fancies frantic. 

Merely to make our love romantic ? 

MTiy should you w'eep, like Lydia Languish, 

And fret with self-created anguish ? 

1 loojild dare to ask — [4to] 

1 [This MS is preserved at Newstead ] , 

2 [These lines are addressed to the same Mary 

to m the Imes beginning, “This faint resemblance of thy 
charms ” ( Vide ante, p 32 )] 
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Or doom the lover you have chosen, 

On mnter nights to sigh half frozen , 

In leafless shades, to sue for pardon. 

Only because the scene’s a garden ? 

For gardens seem, by one consent, 

(Smce Shakespeare set the precedent , 
Since Juhet first declar’d her passion) 

To form the place of assignation 
Oh 1 M ould some modem muse inspire. 
And seat her by a sea-coal fire , 

Or had the bard at Christmas ivntten, 
And laid the scene of love in Bntaui , 

He surely, in commiseration. 

Had chang’d the place of declaration 
In Italy, I’ve no objection. 

Warm nights are proper for reflection , 

But here our climate is so ngid, 

That love itself, is rather fngid 
Think on our chilly situabon. 

And curb this rage for imitation 
Then let us meet, as oft we’ve done, 
Beneath the influence of the sun , 

Or, if at midnight I must meet you, 
Wthm your mansion let me greet you '• 
There, we can love for hours together. 
Much better, m such snoii'y n eather, 

Than plac’d m all th’ Arcadian groves, 

1 Oh! let me in y<mr chamber greet yon — [410] 
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That ever wtness’d rural loves , 

Then, if my passion fail to please,' 
Next mght I’ll be content to freeze , 
No more I’ll gi\e a loose to laughter, 
But curse my fate, for ever after ^ 


TO A BEAUTIFUL QUAKER = 

Sweet girl I though only once ive met. 

That meeting I shall ne’er forget , 

I Then if my fcsston — [410 P or V Occasions ] 

1 In the above little piece the author has been accused 
by some candid readers of introducing the name of a ladj 
Quha Leacroft] from whom he was some hundred miles 
distant at the time this was written , and poor Juliet, who has 
slept so long in “ the tomb of all the Capulets,” has been 
converted, inth a tnflmg alteration of her name, into an 
English damsel, ivalkmg in a garden of their own creation, 
dunng the month of December, in a \nllage where the author 
never passed a winter Such has been the candour of some 
mgemous cntics We would ad\ase these liberal commen- 
tators on taste and arbiters of decorum to read Shakesfieare 

Having heard that a verj severe and indelicate censure 
has been passed on the above poem, I beg leave to reply m 
a quotation from an admired work. Cards Stranger i>^ 
France — “ As w e w ere contemplatmg a pamting on a 
scale, in which, among other figures, is the uncovered whole 
length of a wamor, a prudish-Tookmg lad}, who seemed to 
have touched the age of desperation, after ha\ang attentnmy 
surve}ed it through her glass, obsened to her party that 
there was a great deal of indecorum m that pictu^ 
Madame S shreivdly whispered m my ear ‘ that the 
indecorum was in the remark.’” — [Ed 1803, cap xin P 
Compare the note on verses addressed “To a Knot of Un- 
generous Cntics,” p 213] , 

2 [“ Whom the author saw at Harrowgate ” — Annotate 
copy of P on V Occasions, p 64 {British M useum) ] 



TO A BEAXOTFUL QUAKER 

And though we ne’er may meet again, 
Remembrance mil thy form retain ; 

I would not say, “ I love,” but still. 

My senses struggle with my mil 
In vain to drive thee from my breast, 

My thoughts are more and more represt , 
In vain I check the rising sighs. 

Another to the last replies 
Perhaps, this is not love, but yet, 

Our meeting I can ne’er forget 

What, though we never silence broke, 
Our eyes a sweeter language spoke , 

The tongue in flattering falsehood deals, 
And tells a tale it never feels 
Deceit, the guilty lips impart, 

And hush the mandates of the heart , 

But soul’s interpreters, the eyes, 

Spurn such restraint, and scorn disguise 
As thus our glances oft convers’d, 

And all our bosoms felt rehears’d. 

No from within, reprov’d us. 

Say rather, “ ’tivas tlie sj/trtt us ” 
Though, what they utter’d, I repress, 

Yet I conceive thou’lt partly guess , 

For as on thee, my memoiy ponders. 
Perchance to me, thme also wanders 
This, for myself, at least, I’ll say, 
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Tnj form appears through night, through da} 
Awake, "n-ith it my fancn' teems. 

In sleep, it smiles m fleeting dreams . 

The vision charms the hours away 
And bids me curse Aurora’s ray 
For breaking slumbers of delight, 

I\'hich make me wish for endless night 
Since, oh I whate er my future fate. 

Snail JO} or woe m\ steps await 
Tempted by lo\ e, b} stomis beset. 

Thine image, I can ne’er forget 

Alas ' again no more we meet, 

No more our former looks repeat , 

Taen, let me breathe this partmg prat er, 

The dictate of my bosom’s care . 

“ Mat Heaven so guard my lot eh quaker. 
That anguish net er can o ertake her - 
That peace and virtue ne’er forsake her, 

But bliss be aye her heart’s partaker t 
Oh ' mat the happy mortal, fated ‘ 

To be, by dearest ties, related. 

For each hour, fzs:c jojs discot 61.“^ 

And lose the husband m the lover ' 

i. Tbe Qoerlo mserts ite following lines — 

iTTT tizi fuTv hitir* 

/u,r A* ihzi rends rr cf-err s, 

Ccr sed: V-rV enrzs 

lu n*pr jov — [410] 
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Ma)' that fair bosom never know 
A\Tiat ’tis to feel the restless woe, 

^^hlch stings the soul, rnth vain regret. 

Of him, vho never can forget ! ” 

1806 


TO LESBIA'*-* 

I 

Leseia 1 since far from you I’ve rang’d,”- 
Our souls -mth fond affection glow not , 
You say, ’tis I, ml you, have chang’d. 

I’d tell you why, — hut 3 'et I know not 


2 

Your polish’d brow no cares have crost , 
And Lesbia 1 we are not much older,'”- 
Since, tremblmg, first my heart I lost. 

Or told my love, vath hope grown bolder 


3 

Sixteen was then our utmost age. 

Two years have Imgenng pass’d away, love 1 
And now new thoughts our minds engage, 

At least, I feel disposed to stray, love ! 


1 To yulta — [410] 
u Juha since — [4I0] 
ui And ynha — [410] 


I [“The lad)'’s name Avas Julia {Note by Miss 

Ptgol) The AAord “Julia ” (?) is added, m a lad)'’s hand, 
the annotated cop\ of P on V Occasions, p 52 (Bnhsii 
yfi(seum) 3 
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Tis I that am alone to blame, 

/, that am guilty of lo\ e’s treason , 

Smce } our sweet breast is still the same, 
Capnee must be m} onl} reason 

5 * 

1 do not, loi e ' suspect } our truth, 

With jealous doubt my bosom heaies not 
Warm was the passion of my jouth, 

One trace of dark deceit it leaves noL 

6 

No, no, mj flame was not pretended 
For, oh ’ I lot ’d ) ou most sincereli 
And though our dream at last is ended 
My bosom still esteems you dearly 

7 - 

No more we meet m \onder bowers 

Absence has made me prone to ronng , ' 
But older, firmer than ours 

Ha\e found monotonj m lonng 

S 

Vour cneek’s soft bloom is unimpaired. 

New beauties, stiU, are daily brighfining 
Your eye, for conquest beams prepadd,^ 
The forge of love s resistless lightnmg 

u fy-r^ts zry sczi ~s Ui. rczrrg — [alo] 

a. i'lir C'i fc- r- -^ai ccr-n — [410] 



TO WOSIAN 
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9- 

Arm’d thus, to make their bosoms bleed, 

Many will throng, to sigh like me, love 1 
More constant they may prove, indeed , 

Fonder, alas ! they ne’er can be, love ! 

(i8o6] 


TO WOMAN 

Woman I e\penence might have told me ’• 

That all must love thee, who behold thee 
Surely evpenence might have taught 
Thy firmest proratses are nought , “■ 

But, plac’d in all thy charms before me, 

All I forget, but to adore thee 
Oh memory 1 thou choicest blessing, 

When jom’d with hope, when still possessing , 
But how much curst by every lover 
tVhen hope is fled, and passion’s over 
Woman, that fair and fond deceiver. 

How prompt are striplings to beheve her ' 

How throbs the pulse, when first we view 
The eye that rolls in glossy blue, 

I Surely, expenenee — [410] 

II A meman’s promtses are ttaugkt — [4(0] 

ui Here foUoivs, m the Qaarto, an additional couplet — 
7 %c» •wkis^rest, as our hearts are beating, 

“ What oft 'Jiivi done, loire still repeating ” 
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Or sparkles black, or miidlv throws 
A beam from under hazel brows ' 

How quick we credit every oath 
And hear her plight the willing troth 1 
Fondly we hope twill last for ay 
'When lo ! she changes in a day. 

This record will for ever stand,'- 
“Woman thy vows are trac'd in sand,’' ^ 

L Tcif fc—iz — 

Tzsi Jrr^~s A-wj cw c-W “ -'e'-J — [4*151 

I. The last lire 's almost a literal translation from a 
Spanish proverb 

[The last h-’e is rot “ almost a literal translation from a 
Swinish proverb ~ bat an adaptation of part of a stama •rota 
the Dtjrj of Jorge de Monteica or — 

MirA el Amo”. lo cue ordena 
Qce os v’ene a hater cxeer 
Cosas dichas por innger 
Y escrptas en el arera." 

Sonmey m h’S Jurf'^s frcrr Sf’:: •*. 1797 pp, Sp-o^-S'*'^ 
a specimen ot the D {tc and renders the lines m cnesnon 
tens — 

And Love beheld cs from h.s secret stand. 

-Ard mar*tc n.3 tnumpa langhirs to behold me. 

To see n e tms* a -vnnng traced 1 -. sand. 

To see me erect what a woman tolc me.” 

Bvmja wco at th s nme nad bttie or no knowleoge o' 
Span I ‘eran.'e. seems to nave been streck witn ScL-th.-v' 
aaranarase, and comn~essed tne quanrair' into an ep*gmm.J 
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AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 

DELIVERED BV THE AITTHOR PREVIOUS TO THE PER- 
FOR 3 LVNCE OF “THE WHEEL OF FORTUNE” AT A 
PRIVATE THEATRE.* 

Since the refinement of this polish’d age 
Has sis'ept immoral raillery from the stage , 

Smce taste has now expung’d licentious wit, 

IVhich stamp’d disgrace on all an author wnt , 

Smce, now, to please with purer scenes we seek. 

Nor dare to call the blush from Beaut3'’s cheek , 

Oh ' let the modest Muse some pity claim, 

And meet indulgence — though she find not fame 
Still, not for her alone, ue wish respect,* 

Otiurs appear more consaous of defect 
To-mght no vefra/i Rosen you behold, 

In all the arts of scenic action old , 

I But not for her atone — [410] 

1 [“ I enacted Penruddock, in The Hficel of Fortune, and 
Tnstram Fickle, m the farce of The Weathercock, for three 
nights, m some pnvate theatncals at Southwell, in 1806, ivith 
great applause. The occasional prologue for our volunteer 
play ivas also of my composition " — Diary j Life, p 38 The 
prologue was ivntten by him, between stages, on his way 
from Harrogate. On gettmg into the carnage at Chester- 
field, he said to his companion, “Now, Pigot, I’ll spin a 
prologue for our play , ” and before they reached Mansfield 
he had complete his task, — interrupting only once his 
rhyming revene, to ask the proper pronunciation of the 
French uord eUdut ^ and, on being told it, exclaiming, 
“ Aye, that ivill do for rhjTne to ‘ nevF " — p. 39 “ The 
Prologue ivas spoken by G Wylde, Esq'G-Note by Miss 
E Pigot ] 
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No Cooke, no Kemble, can salute you here. 

No SiDDONS drau the sympathetic tear , 

To-night you throng to witness the debut 
Of embrj'o Actors, to the Drama new’ 

Here, then, our almost unfledg*d w’lngs we trj* , 

Clip not our/j«i(7«r, ere the birds can fly 
Failmg in this our first attempt to soar. 

Drooping, alas ' we fall to nse no more 
Not one poor trembler, only, fear betrays, 
lATio hopes, yet almost dreads to meet your praise , 
But all our Dramatis Personas wait. 

In fond suspense this crisis of their fate 
No venal views our progress can retard. 

Your generous plaudits are our sole reward , 

For these, each Hero all his power displaj s,*" 

Each timid Heroine shnnks before your gaze 
Surely the last will some protection find ? “• 

None, to the softer sex, can prove unkind 
While Youth and Beauty form the female shield,™ 
The sternest Censor to the fair must j-ield 
Yet, should our feeble efforts nought avail, 

Should, after all, our best cndea\ ours fail , 

Sull, let some mercy in } our bosoms live. 

And, if you can’t applaud, at least forgive 

I Far ihtn- esch Hero — [410] 

II Surely these last — [410] 

ui Whilst Ycnt'h — [410 P cn K Oceasiatts ] 

i\ Tl e sternest entte — I4I0] 
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TO ELIZA •• 

I 

Eliza ' ^ i\hat fools are the Mussulman sect, 

\^Tio, to u Oman, deny the soul's future existence , 
Could they see thee, Ehza ' they’d own their defect. 

And this doctnne would meet mth a general resistance '' 


Had their Prophet possess’d half an atom of sense,*"- 
He ne’er would have woman from Paradise dnven , 
Instead of his Hoiiris^ a flimsy pretence,*'' 

With 70oman alom he had peopled his Heaven 

3 

Yet, still, to increase your calamities more,' 

Not content ivith depnvmg your bodies of spirit. 

He allots one poor husband to share amongst four ! '■*• — 
With sonls you’d dispense , but, this last, who could 
bear it? 

1 To Mtss £ P — [410] 

To ATiss [P oil V Occasions ] 

n Did Ihey hnow but yourself they mould bend taith res^t. 
And this doctnne must meet [hfS Newstcad\ 

III Blit an atom of sense — [410] 

IV But instead of his Hcruns — [410] 

V But still to increase — [410] 

VI He allots but one husband — [410] 

I [The letters “ E B P ” are added, m a lady’s hand^ in 
the annotated copy of P on V Occasions, p 26 {British 
Mnscuni) The initials stand for Miss Elizabeth PigoL] 
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4 

His religion to please neither party is made , 

On husbands ’tis hard, to the wives most uncml , 

Still I can’t contradict, what so oft has been said, 

“ Though women are angels, yet w edlock’s the devil " 

5 

This terrible truth, even Scnpture has told,' 

Ye Benedicks ! hear me, and listen with rapture , 

If a glimpse of redemption you wish to behold. 

Of St Matt — read the second and twentieth chapter 

6 

Tis surely enough upon earth to be vex’d. 

With wives who eternal confusion are spreading , 

“ But m Heaven ” (so runs the Evangelists’ Text) 

“ We neither have gning in mamage, or wedding ” 

7 

From this we suppose, (as indeed well we may,) 

That should Samts after death, with their spouses pul 
And wnes, as in life, aim at absolute sway, [up more. 
All Heaven w ould nng with the conjugal uproar 

8 

Distraction and Discord would follow' in course. 

Nor Matthew', nor Mark, nor St Paul, can deny it, 

I But I can't t4lo] 

I [Stanzas 5-10, which appear in the Quarto, were ne\cr 
repnntcd ] 
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The only expedient is general divorce, 

To prevent universal disturbance and not 

9 

But though husband and wife, shall at length be disjoin’d, 
Yet woman and man ne’er were meant to dissever, 

Our chains once dissolv’d, and our hearts unconfin’d, 
We’ll love without bonds, but we’ll love you for ever. 

10 

Though souls are denied you by fools and by rakes, 
Should you oiwi it yourselves, I would even then doubt 
Your nature so much of cdesital partakes, [you, 

The Garden of Eden would wther without you 

Southwell, October^, 1806 


THE TEAR 

O lachrjTnarum fons, tenero sacros 
Dncenbnm ortus ex ammo , qnater 
Felix. ' m imo qui scatentem 
Pectore te, pm Nympha, sensit * 

Gray, Alcaic Fragment 


I 

When Fnendship or Love 
Our sympathies move , 

When Truth, in a glance, should appear, 

I [The motto was prefixed in Hours of Idleness j 
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The bps may beguile, 

With a dimple or smile, 

But the test of affection’s a Tear 

2 

Too oft IS a smile 
But the h)T)ocnte’s wile, 

To mask detestation, or fear , 

Give me the soft sigh, 

■Whilst the soul-telhng eye 
Is dimm’d, for a time, with a Ttai 

3 

Mild Chanty’s glow. 

To us mortals below, 

Shows the soul from barbanty clear , 
Compassion wall melt, 

Where this virtue is felt, 

And Its dew is diffused in a Tear 

4 

The man, doom’d to sail 
With the blast of the gale, 
Through billovs Atlantic to steer, 

As he bends o’er the wave 
l\Tiich may soon be his grave. 
The green sparkles bnght with a Teau 
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5 

The Soldier braves death 
For a fanciful wreath 
In Glory’s romantic career , 

But he raises the foe 
AVhen m battle laid low. 

And bathes every wound with a Tear 

6 

If, with high-bounding pnde,*- 
He return to his bnde ! 

Renouncmg the gore-cnmson’d spear , 

^1 his toils are repaid 
When, embracmg the maid, 

From her eyelid he kisses the Tear 

7 

Sweet scene of my youth I ^ 

Seat of Fnendship and Truth, 

AVhere Love chas’d each fast-fleetmg year , 
Loth to leave thee, I mourn’d, 

For a last look I turn’d. 

But thy spire was scarce seen through a Tear 

1 When imlh high hounding pnde. 

He returns [4to] 

I [Harrow ] 
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S 

Though my vows I can pour, 

To my Mary' no more,* 

My Mary', to Love once so dear, 

In the shade of her bow 'r, 

I remember the hour, 

She rewarded those vows with a Tear 

9 

By another posscst. 

May she In e ever blest ' 

Her name still my heart must revere 
With a sigh I resign, 

■\\Tiat I once thought was mine. 

And forgive her deceit wath a Tar 

10 

Ye fncnds of my' heart. 

Ere from you I depart, 

This hope to my' breast is most near 
If again we shall meet. 

In this rural retreat, 

May we mett, as we part, with a Tear 

11 

"When my soul wings her flight 
To the regions of night. 

And my corse shall redme on its bier , 

And my body shall sleep on sis bier — [410 P on V Occasions 
1 [Miss Chaworth was mamed m 1805 ] 
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As ye pass by the tomb, 

"Where my ashes consume, 

Oh ! moisten their dust with a Tear 

12 

May no marble bestow 
The splendour of woe, 

MTiich the children of Vamty rear , 

No fiction of fame 
Shall blazon my name, 

All I ask, all I wish, is a Tear 

October 26, 1S06 ' 


REPLY TO SOME VERSES OF J M B PIGOT, 
ESQ , ON THE CRUELTY OF HIS MISTRESS * 

I 

Why, Pigot, complam 
Of this damsel’s disdam, 

MTiy thus m despair do you fret? 

For months you may try. 

Yet, beheve me, a st^A “• 

AVill never obtain a coquette 

I Byron, OctoieriG, 1S06 — [410] 
u Sut believe me — [410] 

I [The letters “ C B F J B jM ” are added, in a ladj-’s 
hand, m the annotated copy of P. on V Occasions, p 14 
{British Musatm) ] 
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Would \ ou teach her to love ’ 
For a time seem to rove , 

At first she ma) frenon in a fd. 

But leave her awhile, 

She shortly will smile, 

And then you may ktss j our coq^iclfc. 


For such are the airs 
Of these fanaful fairs, 

They think all our f’omag^ a dtbt 
Yet a partial neglect *• 

Soon takes an effect. 

And humbles the proudest ccqudk 


4 

Dissemble jour pain. 

And lengthen j our chain, 
And seem her hautatr to regret, “ 
If again j ou shall sigh, 

She no more will denj , 

That _j mrs is the rosy coqueiU 


I But a farfta! — [410] 

II Xcr seem — [410 P oi V Occasions] 



REPLV TO SOME VERSES OF J. M. B. PIGOT, ESQ 55 


S 

If Still, from false pnde,*- 
Your pangs she dende, 

This iihirasical nrgin forget , 
Some admire, 

YTio will nidt inth your fire. 
And laugh at the hitic coquette 


6 

For me, I adore 
Some twcitiy or more, 

And love them most dearly , but yet, 
Though my heart they enthral, 

I’d abandon tliem all. 

Did they act like your bloommg coquette 


7 

No longer repme, 

Adopt this design,"- 

And break through her slight-woven net ! 
Anay mth despair. 

No longer forbear 
To fly from the captious coquette 

I But if from false fade — [410] 

II But form this den^ — [410] 
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8 . 

Then quit her, my fncnd ' 

Your bosom defend, 

Ere quite uidi her snares jou’rc beset 
Lest jour deep-u oundcd heart, 

YTien incens’d by the smart, 

Sliould lead you to an st the coqticik 

October 27, 1E06 '• 


GRANTA A MEDLEY. 

’Apyvpiati nixov koI irorTo Kparpfftis ' 

[Rcplj of the Pjahian Oracle to Phibp of Maccdon ] 

I 

Oh ' could Lb Sage’s - demon's gift 
Be realis’d at my desire, 

This night my trembbng form he’d lift 
To place it on St Mary’s spire 


I Byron, October 27, iSo6 — [410] 

II Aud place tt — [410] 

1 [The motto vNas prefiNcd m Hours of Idleness 

(“ Fight mth silver spears "(re ivith bnbes), “ and thou 
shalt prevail m all things ”)] 

2 The Dtable Botfeux of Lc Sage, where Asmodeus, the 
demon, places Don Qeofas on an ele\-ated situation^ and 
unroofs the houses for inspection [Don Cleofas, clinging to 
the cloak of Asmodeus, is earned through the air to the 
summit of S Salrador ] 
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2 

Then would, unroof'd, old Granta’s halls. 

Pedantic inmates full display , 

Fdlmvs who dream on lawn or stalls^ 

The pnce of venal votes to pay ’• 

3 

Then would I view each nval uight, 

Petty and Palmerston survey , 

Who canvass there, mth all their might, “• 

Against the next elective day ’ 

4 

Lo 1 candidates and voters he “‘• 

All lull’d in sleep, a goodly number I 
A race renoWd for piety, 

A\Tiose conscience won’t disturb their slumber 

5 

Lord H indeed, may not demur , 

Fellows are sage, reflecting men 
They know preferment can occur, 

But very seldom, — now and then 

1 rhe pnce of hirdmg — [4to] ii tVho ca/n'oss nmo — [410] 

lu One on hu power and place depends, 

TTic other on — the Lord kno-os 'vhat ' 

Each to some elo^ienee pretends, 

Btit Slather will convinee fy that 
The first, indeed, may not demur , 

Fellows are sap,, nficctiny mai, etc. 

And Ino-o — [410 F on F Occasions ] 

1 [On thedeath of Pitt, in Januarj, 1S06, Lord Henry Pettj 
beat Lord Palmerston m the contest for the representation 
of the Univ ersitj of Cambridge m Parlnment.] 

2 [Probably Lord Hemy Pettj See variant m.] 
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6 

They know the Chancellor has got 
Some pretty hvmgs in disposal 
Each hopes that one may be his lot. 

And, therefore, smiles on his proposal ‘ 

7 

Now from the soporific scene 

I’ll turn mme eye, as night grows later, 

To view, unheeded and unseen,® 

The studious sons of Alma Mater 

8 

There, in apartments small and damp. 

The candidate for college prizes, 

Sits pormg by the midnight lamp , 

Goes late to bed, yet early nses.'” 

9 

He surely well deserves to gam them, 

‘ With all the honours of his college,” 

^Vho, stnvmg hardly to obtam them, 

Thus seeks unprofitable knowledge 

1 And therefore smiles at Ins — [410 P on V Occasions ] 
u Naiu from Corruption's shaniehjs scene — 

[410 P on V Occasions ] 

lu And •mrai unseen — [4to] 

IV and early rises — [410] 

\ And all the — [410] 
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< lO 

Wio sacnfices hours of rest, 

To scan precisely metres Athc , 

Or agitates his anxious breast,'" 

In solving problems mathematic 

ir 

Who reads false quantities in Seale,’ 

Or puzzles o’er the deep triangle , 
Depnv’d of many a wholesome meal , "■ 

In barbarous Lahn^ doom’d to ivrangle 


12 

Renouncmg every pleasmg page, 
From authors of histone use , 
Prefemng to the letter’d sage, 

The square of the hypothenuse ’ 


1 Attd agiiaia — [410] 

u Attd rohj Titmsdf of many a meal — [410] * 

I Seale’s publication on Greek Metres displays consider- 
able talent and ingenuity , but, as might be expected m so 
difficult a ivork, is not remarkable for accuracy \An 
Analysts of the Greek Metres j for the ttse of students at the 
Uiitvcrstiy of Catnbrtdge By John Barlow S^eale (1764), 8vo 
A fifth edition was issued in i&iy ] 

3 The Latin of the schools is of the canine speacs, and 
not very intelligible 

3 The discovery of Pythagoras, that the square of the 
hypiothenuse is equal to the squares of the other two sides of 
a nght-angled tnangle. 
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13 - 

Still, harmless are these occupations, *• 
That hurt none but the hapless student, 
Compar’d with other recreations, 

^^’blch bnng together the imprudent , 

14 

Whose dating re\ els shock the sight, 
■^Mien vice and mfamy combme, 

^\^len Drunkenness and dice iniite,’’- 
As ever}' sense is steep’d m mne 

15 

Not so the methodistic cren, 

^^^lo plans of reformation la} 

In humble attitude they sue, 

.Vnd for the sms of others pra} 

16 

V Forgetting that their pnde of spint, 

Their exultation in their trial, “ 

Detracts most largel} from the menl 
Of all their boasted self-denuil 

1 i?;;' harr las rn tl-ai c cuf aliens 
much — [4to] 

11 H'hcr Drill kenress at d dice 1 1 tic 

■}' d c'i'rr sense — [410 P e^ I O ucsters J 
lu ind extthe'^s — l4to] 
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17 - 

’Tis mom • — from these I turn my sight 
'\\Tiat scene is this which meets the eye ^ 

A numerous croud array’d in white,* 

Across the green m numbers fly 

iS 

Loud nngs in air the chapel bell , 

'Tis hush’d — ^uhat sounds are these I hear? 

The organ’s soft celestial su ell 
Rolls deeply on the listenmg ear 

19 

To this is join’d the sacred song, 

The royal nunstrei’s haIloi\'’d strain , 

Though he uho hears the 7nitsic long,*- 
^^'lll iici'cr wish to hear again 


20 

Our choir would scarce!} be excus’d. 
E'en as a band of raw beginners , 
All mercy, now, must be refus’d" 

To such a set of croakmg sinners 


21 

If Dand, when his toils w ere ended, 

Had heard these blockheads sing before him, 

J But hr — [410] 

11 But trerc} — [4to] 

On 1 saint’s daj the students wear surplices in chapel 
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To US his psalms had ne’er descended, — 
In furious mood he -would ha\e tore ’em 


The luckless Israelites, when taken 
By some inhuman tjuanfs order, 
Were ask’d to sing, by joy forsaken, 
On Babylonian river’s border. 


Oh ! had they sung in notes like these ^ 
Inspir’d by stratagem or fear, 

They might have set their hearts at ease. 
The devil a soul had staj-’d to hear. 


24 

But if I scribble longer now,® 

The deuce a soul will sta} to read , 

My pen is blunt, my mk is low , 

'Tis almost time to stop, indeed 

25 

Therefore, farewell, old Grantets spires ' 

No more, like Cleojas, I fly • 

No more thy theme my Muse inspues 
The reader’s tir’d, and so am I 

Oi.\^er sS, 1S06 

kaa thio rjrg —{410] 

Bnt if I wntc mich lor^cr nrv — [410 P cn I' Orrcrc^i 1 
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TO THE SIGHING STREPHON ^ 

I 

Your pardon, my fnend, 

If my rhymes did offend, 

Your pardon, a thousand times o’er, 

. From fnendship I strove. 

Your pangs to remove, 

But, I swear, I will do so no more 


2. 

Since your beauitfitl maid, 

Your flame has repaid, 

No more I your folly regret , 

She’s now most divine. 

And I bow at the shnne, 

Of this quickly reformed coquette 

3 

Yet still, I must own,*- 
I should never have knoira. 

From yarn- verses, what else she deserv’d , 

j 23ut shll — [410] 

I [The letters “ J M B P ” arc added, m a lady’s hand, 
in the annotated copy P on V Occasions, p 17 {British 
ATusenm) ] 
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Your pam seem’d so great 
I pitied >our fate. 

As your fair iras so deVIisfa reserv’d 
4 - 

Smce the balm-breathing kiss *• 

Of this magical Jliss, 

Can such vonderfal transports produce , 
Smce the “ 'd.orld _j ou fcrgct. 

Whin j (nir Ftps cncc have metp 
M) counsel iiill get but abuse 

5 

You sa), “ YTien I roie,” 

“ I know nothmg of love , ’ 

’Tis true, I am gnen to range 
If I nghtl) remember, 
e lav'd a good number , 

Vet there’s pleasure, at least, m a change 

6 

I Mill not ad\‘ance," 

B) the rules of romance. 

To humour a whimsical fair , 

I Bu ' m iff ffasU (rss — [410] 
u S ler '< -7 icrjuJ — [4I0J 
m. i"" ktss d c ri. — ’■er — [410] 

Br 

!V 1 nf f~ xj~U cBircf — {4I0I 
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Though a smile may dehght, 

Yet a frown will affright^ 

Or dnve me to dreadful despair 

7 

While my blood is thus warm, 

I ne’er shall reform, 

To mix in the Platonists’ school , 

Of this I am sure, 

Was my Passion so pure, 

Thy Mistress would thmk me a fool ” 
gin. 

And if I should shun. 

Every woman for oiu, 

■Whose image must fill my whole breast , 

■Whom I must prefa, 

And sigh but for her, 

IVhat an insult ’tivould be to the rest ' 


9- 

Now Strephon, good-bye, 

I cannot deny. 

Your passion appears most absurd, 

I Yei a frown xvotiti affright — [4I0 P on V Occasions ] 

II JIty viistrcss must think me — [410 P on V Occasions ] 

III Though the hsses are nueet, 

IVhtch voluptuously meet. 

Of kissing I nfer loas so fond. 

As to male me for^t. 

Though our hps oft have met. 

That still there ■was something beyond — [4I0] 


VOL 1 
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Such love as )'Ou plead. 
Impure love, indeed. 

For It only consists in the word 


THE CORNELIAN > 


I. 

No speaous splendour of this stone 
Endears it to my memory ever , 
ll^th lustre only once it shone, 

And blushes modest as the giver '• 


Some, who can sneer at fnendship’s ties, 

Have, for my weakness, oft reprov’d me , 

Yet still the simple gift I pnze. 

For I am sure, the giver lov’d me 

3 

He offer’d it vnth downcast look. 

As ftarjvl that I might refuse it , 

I told him, when the gift I took, 

My only fear should be, to lose it 

1 Bui blushes modest — [4to] 

I [The cornelian was a present from his fnend £dIcslon, 
a Cambndge chorister, aftcn%ards a clerk in a mercantile 
house in London Edleston died of consumption, Ma> rb 
i8ii (Sec letter from BjTon to Miss Pigot, October 2o, 
i8ii) TTieir acquaintance began by Byron saving hini 
from drowning (hlS note b) the Rc\ \V Harness)] 
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4 

This pledge attentively I view’d, 

And sparkling as I held it near, 
Methought one drop the stone bedeiv’d, 
And, ever since, Pve loifd a tear. 


5. 

Still, to adorn his humble youth, 

Nor wealth nor birth then- treasures yield , 
But he, who seeks the flowers of truth, 

Must quit the garden, for the field 

6 

’Tis not the plant uprear’d in sloth, 

^Vhlch beauty shews, and sheds perfume , 
The flowers, which yield the most of both. 

In Nattue’s ivild luxunance bloom 

7 

Had Fortune aided Nature’s care, 

For once forgetting to be bhnd. 

His would have been an ample share, 

If well proportioned to his mind 

8 

But had the Goddess dearly seen, 

His form had fix’d her fickle breast , 

Her countless hoards would Jus have been, 
And none remam’d to give the rest 
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TO M ' 

1 

Oh ' did tliose eyes, instead of fire, 

With bnght, but mild affecbon shme 
Though they might kmdle less desire, 
Love, more than mortal, would be thine. 

2 

For thou art form’d so heavenly fair, 
Hoioier those orbs may ■mldly beam, 

We must admire, but still despair , 

That fatal glance forbids esteem 

3 

IVhen Nature stamp’d thy beauteous birth. 
So much perfection in thee shone. 

She fear’d that, too divme for earth, 

The skies imght claim thee for their own 

4 

Therefore, to guard her dearest work. 

Lest angels might dispute the pnze. 

She bade a secret hghtmng lurk, 

Within those once celestial eyes. 


I To A f4to] 
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s- 

These might the boldest Sylph appall, 

^Vhen gleammg T\ith mendian blaze , 

Thy beauty must enraptoe all , 

But who can dare thme ardent gaze ? 

6 

’Tis said that Beremce’s hair, 

In stars adorns the vault of heaven , 

But they would ne’er permit thee there, 

Than wouldst so far outshine the seven 

7 

For did those eyes as planets roll, 

Thy sister-lights would scarce appear 
E’en suns, which systems now controul. 
Would twinkle dmily through their sphere ‘ 

Frtda}, Nai’ojtber 7, 1S06 

“Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Having some business, do intreat her ej'es 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return ” 

SHAKESPEARi, 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY' 

[as the author was discharging his pistols in a 

GARDEN, T\VO LADIES PASSING NEAR THE SPOT WERE 

ALARMED BY THE SOUND OF A BULLET HISSING NEAR 

THEM, TO ONE OF WHOM THE FOLLOWING STANZAS 

WERE ADDRESSED THE NEXT MORNING 1 ' 

\ -* 

Doubtless, sweet girl > the hissing lead, 

Wafting destruction o’er thy charms ’• 

And hurtling o’er * thy lovely head, 

Has fill’d that breast Bith fond alarms 


2 

Surely some envious Demon’s force, 

Vex’d to behold such beauty here, 

Impell’d the bullet’s view’less course, 

Diverted from its first career 

1 near ihy charms — [410 P on V Occasions ] 

1 [This title first appeared m “ Contents ” io P on V 
Occasions ] 

2 [The occurrence took place at Southwell, and the 
beautiful lady to whom the lines were addressed ivas Miss 
Houson,who is also commemorated in the verses “To a Vain 
Lad> ” and “ To Anne ” She was the daughter of the Rei- 
Henry Houson of Southwell, and married the Rev Luke 
Jackson She died on Christmas Daj, 1821, and her monu- 
ment may be seen m Hucknall Torkard Church ] 

3 This word is used bj Graj in his poem to the Fatal 
Sisters — 

“ Iron-sleet of arrowy shower 
Hurtles in the darken’d air ” 
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Yes ! in that nearly fatal hour, 

The ball obey’d some hell-bom guide , 
But Heaven, nith interposing power, 

In pity turn’d the death aside 

4 

Yet, as perchance one trembling teai 
Upon that thrilling bosom fell , 

\Vhich /, th’ unconscious cause of fear, 
Extracted from its glistening cell , — 

5 

Say, nhat dire penance can atone 
For such an outrage, done to thee ? 
Arraign’d before thy beauty’s throne, 
What punishment wilt thou decree ? 

6 

Might I perform the Judge’s part, 

The sentence I should scarce deplore , 
It only would restore a heart, 

"Which but belong’d to thcc before 

7 

The least atonement I can make 
Is to become no longer free , 
Henceforth, I breathe but for thy sake, 
Thou shalt be all in all to me 
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But thou, perhaps, may’st now reject 
Such expiation of my guilt , 

Come then — some other mode elect ? 
Let It be death — or what thou wilt. 


9 - 

Choose, then, relentless i and I su ear 
Nought shall thy dread decree prevent , 
Yet hold — one little uord forbear ! 

Let It be aught but bamshmciti 


TRANSLATION FROM C.ATULLUS 

AD LESBIAM 

Equal to Jove that youth must be — 
Greater than Jove he seems to me — 

Who, free from Jealousj'’s alarms, 

Securely vieu s thj matchless charms , 

That check, uhidi ever dimpling glov.s, 
That mouth, from u hence such music flows, 
lo him, alike, arc alwajs known, 

Reser\’d for him, and him alone 
•Vh ' Ltsbia ' though ’tis death to me, 

I cannot choose but look on thcc 
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But, at the sight, my senses fly, 

I needs must gaze, but, gazing, die , 
tVhilst trembling with a thousand fears. 

Parch’d to the throat my tongue adheres. 

My pulse beats qmck, my breath heaves short, 
My hmbs deny their slight support , 

Cold dews my palhd face o’erspread. 

With deadly languor droops my head, 

My ears with tinglmg echoes nng. 

And Life itself is on the wing , 

My eyes refuse the cheenng hght. 

Their orbs are veil’d m starless night 
Such pangs my nature sinks beneatli, 

And feels a temporary death 


TRANSLATION OF THE EPITAPH ON VIRGIL 
AND TIBULLUS, BY DOMITIUS MARSUS 

He who, sublime, in epic numbers roll’d, 

And he who struck the softer lyre of Love, 

By Death’s unequal^ hand alike controul’d, 

'Fit comrades in Elysian regions move ! 


I The hand of Death is said to be unjust or unequal, as 
\hrgil was considerabl) older than Tibullus at his decease 



lilTTATIOX OF TIBULLUS, 


- Sn:?ICL\ AO CERTSTEOI (LI2, QUAST.) 

C5.I7EI, Cerindins ! does the feli disease - 
Which icchs my brecst yo:ir fickle bo&DOi irlecie ? 
Alas ! I visa d bti to o'ercome the pain 
That I might lire for Love and yon again ; 

Bnt- norr. I scarcely shall bemcil my fcte : 

By Death alone I can avoid yoar hate. 


TR-AXSLATIOX FROM aATULLUS- 

Lrcrm \ zxitRHS ctrprDrNmsQrE (CASor. in 1 ~ 

Ye Cnpids. droop each Intle nead, 

Xor let yo JT vfngs "vith joy oe spread. 

My Leshji’s favourite bird Is dead. 

Whom dearer than her eyes she lord “ 
For be vvas gentle, and so true. 

Obed-snt to her call he Sew, 

Xo fear no wild alann he fcnev. 

Bat iigntly o'er her bosom raovd 
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And sofdy fluttenng here and there, 

He never sought to cleave the air, 

He chirrup’d oft, and, free from care,*- 
Tun’d to her ear his grateful strain. 
Now having pass’d the gloomy bourn,” 
From whence he never can return. 

His death, and Lesbia’s gnef I mourn, 
■Who sighs, alas • but sighs in vain 

Oh ! curst be thou, devounng grave ! 
Whose jaivs eternal victims crave, 

From whom no earthly power can save, 
For thou hast ta’en the bird away 
From thee my Lesbia’s eyes o’erflow, 
Her sivollen cheeks with weeping gloa , 
Thou art the cause of all her woe. 
Receptacle of life’s decay 


IMITATED FROM CATULLUS’ 

TO ELLEN 

Oh 1 might I kiss those eyes of fire, 

A milhon scarce would quench desire , 

I Bui cktrrttfd — fAtoI 
n But now hds pai/d — [410] 
in To Anna — [410] 

I [From a note m Byron’s copy of Catullus (now in the 
possession of Mr.hlurni>), it is evident that these lines are 
based on Carm -Uviii , Mellitos oculos (uos, JuvatU ] 
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Still would I steep my lips m bliss, 

And dwell an age on every kiss , 

Nor then my soul should sated be, 

Still would I kiss and chng to thee 
Nought should my kiss from thme dissever, 
Still would we kiss and kiss for ever , 

E’en though the numbers did exceed '• 

The yellow harvest’s countless seed , 

To part would be a vam endeavour 
Could I desist? — ^ah ' never — ^never 

November i6, 1806 


TO M S G 

I 

Whene’er I view those lips of thine, 

Their hue invites my fervent kiss , 

Yet, I forego that bliss divine, 

Alas ! It were — unhallow’d bliss 

2 

^Vhene’er I dream of that pure breast. 

How could I dwell upon its snows ' 

Yet, is the danng wash represt, 

For that, — v ould banish its repose 

jyen though the number — [410 Three first Ecbit’cms ] 
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o 

A glance from thy soul-searching eye 
Can raise inth hope, depress mth fear , 
Yet, I conceal my love, — and why? 

I would not force a pamfiil tear 

4 

I ne’er have told my love, yet thou 
Hast seen my ardent flame too well , 
And shall I plead my passion nov , 

To make thy bosom’s heaven a hell ? 

5 

No 1 for thou never canst be mme, 

United by the priest’s decree 
By any ties but those divine, 

Mme, my belov'd, thou ne’er shalt be 

6 

Then let the secret fire consume, 

Let It consume, thou shalt not know 
With joy I court a certain doom. 

Rather than spread its guilty glow 

7 

I will not ease my tortur’d heart. 

By dnving dove-ey’d peace from thine , 
Rather than such a sting impart, 

Each thought presumptuous I resign 



78 


HOURS OF IDLENESS. 


8 . 

Yes ' yield those hps, for which I'd brave 
More than I here shall dare to teU , 
Thy innocence and mine to save, — 

I bid thee now a last farewell 

9 

Yes 1 yield that breast, to seek despair 
And hope no more thy soft embrace , 
Which to obtain, my soul would dare, 

All, aU reproach, but thy disgrace 

10 

At least from gmlt shalt thou be free, 

No matron shall thy shame reprove , 
Though cureless pangs may prey on me. 
No mart}u shalt thou be to love 


STANZAS TO A LADY, WITH THE POEMS 
OF CAMOENS' 

I 

This votive pledge of fond esteem. 

Perhaps, dear gul 1 for me thou’lt prize , 

It smgs of Love’s enchantmg dream, 

A theme ive never can despise 

I [Lord Strangford’s Poeins from the Portuguese by Luts 
de Camoeiis and “Little’s ” Poems are mentioned by Moore 
as having been Byron’s favourite study at this time 
P 39)] 
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2 

'Who blames it but the envious fool, 
The old and disappomted maid ? 
Or pupil of the prudish school, 

In single sorrow doom’d to fade ? 


3 - 

Then read, dear Gnl I ivith feelmg read. 
For thou wilt ne’er be one of those , 
To thee, m vain, I shall not plead 
In pity for the Poet’s woes 


4 - 

He was, m sooth, a genuine Bard , 
His was no faint, fictitious flame 
Like his, may Love be thy reward. 
But not thy hapless fate the same 


TO M S G* 

I 

■When I dream that you love me, you’ll surely forgive , 
Extend not your anger to sleep , 

For m visions alone your affection can hve, — 

I nse, and it leaves me to weep 

I [“G G B toE PJ'—MS Ncwstcadl 
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Tnen, Morpheus 1 eiivdop my (aaildes fast. 

Shed o'er me your languor benign : 

Should the dream of to-night but resemble the last. 
^^"^lat rapture celestial is mine I 

5 

Tliey tell us that slumber, the sister of death, 
MoTtaht 3 ^s emblem is given , 

To fate hotv I long to resign my frail bream 
If this be a foretaste of Hea\ en ' 

4 

Ah ! frotvn not, street Ladt. unbend tmar soft brotr,^ 
Xor deem me too happ\ in this ’ 

If I sin m my dream I atone for it novr 
Thus doom’d, nut to gaze upon bliss 

5 

Though in visions, street Ladt . perhaps you may smilej 
Oh I think not my penance deficient 5 
\\'hen dreams of your presence my slumbeis beguile. 
To attake, tull be torture sufficient. 



TRANSLATION FROM HORACE 


8l 


TRANSLATION FROM HORACE 

Qustnnj et tenacem propositi vinim. 

Hor. Odes, 111 3 r ] 

I 

The man of firm and noble soul 
No factious clamours can controul , 

No threafmng tyrant’s darldmg brow 
Can swerve him firom his just mtent 
Gales the waning waves which plough, 

By Auster on the bilious spent, 

To curb the Adriatic mam. 

Would awe his fix’d deterrmned mind m vam 

3 

Aye, and the red nght arm of Jove, 

Hurthng his hghtnmgs from above, 

With all his terrors there unfurl'd, 

He would, unmov’d, imaw’d, behold , 

The flames of an expinng world, 

Agam m ciastung chaos roll’d. 

In vast promiscuous nun hurl’d. 

Might light his glonous funeral pile 
Still dauntless ’midst the ivreck of earth he’d smile 
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THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE 

'A pip^tros Si 
"Epeura ptovvov -fix®' * 

Anacreon [Oifn'i 


I. 

Away with your fictions of flimsy romance, 

Those tissues of falsehood which Folly has wore , *■ 
Give me the mild beam of the soul-breathmg glance. 
Or the rapture which dwells on the first kiss of love 

2 

Ye rhymers, whose bosoms with fantasy glow” 

Whose pastoral passions are made for the grove , 
From what blest inspiration your sonnets would flow,®' 
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love 

3 

If Apollo should e’er his assistance refuse, 

Or the Nme be dispos’d from your service to rove, 
Invoke them no more, bid adieu to the Muse, 

And try the effect, of the first kiss of love 

1 Mormh - those atr dreams and ivtes has o’er 'vove — , , 

[h/S A’etos/eadJ 

Those tissues of fancy Mortak has wove — [T on V Occasions ] 
u Ye rhy mers, who sing as if seated on snoio — , 

[P on V Occasions \ 

in With what blest xnsfiration — [MS P on V Occasions ] 

1 [The motto was prefixed m Hours of Idleness ] 

2 Monah is the “ Goddess of Foil} ” 
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4 

I hate you, ye cold compositions of art, 

Though prudes may condemn me, and bigots reprove , 
I court the effusions that spnng from the heart, 

Which throbs, with delight, to the first kiss of love *• 

5 

Your shepherds, your flocks, those fantastical themes,"- 
Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can move 
Arcadia displays but a region of dreams , “• 

■\Vhat are -visions hke these, to the first kiss of love ? 

6 

Oh ! cease to affirm that man, smce his birth,*’ 

From Adam, till now, has with UTCtchedness strove , 
Some portion of Paradise still is on earth. 

And Eden revives, m the first kiss of love 

7 

■When age chills the blood, when our pleasures are past — 
For years fleet a-ivay with the wings of the dove — 

The dearest remembrance will shU be the last, 

Our sweetest memorial, tlie first kiss of love 

December 23, 1S06 


I Which slcnt s -mth delight at — [MS ] 

II Your shepherds^ ^ourftpes — [il/S P on Y Occasions] 

HI Anadta yields tut a legion of dreams — pl/.S' ] 

i\ that man from / is birth — [MS P on V Occasions ] 
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CHILDISH RECOLLECTIOXS 1 

I cannot Irat remenber such things tvere. 

And trere most dear to me.' 

Ju'csfc^ - 

L’ That vrere most piedons to me.^ — JfcrcciA, act ic sc. 3 ] 
Whex slotT Disease, tritii all her host of Pains,*- 
Chills the tvarm tide, -which fio-tvs along the vans ' 

I. Hiricil ir^ Z2r-xr~» g cf ■vend level, 

IVhtck ^cuir cemeatdr, jrctjrer ege repwts ; 

Sn^er every r'.ymrg lard repeeis ey ri,le, 

Bj tkeusendt jt> Sie selj-earze r^eie ' 

Tir^d of the dull, -r^rceesmg, afzsms slrcrr, 

ATy strut iS fcrtitrtg io te fr^i. egedru 
FerevtiUI ye rytryhs, prtfi&us ti rry verve, 

Sorze ether Dctrcr, vnitycur chems reieerse, 

Serrrze ether fesnt h~r jengv, trt htfe cf ties, 

Or dvvitl sn rvryture cv your restor’d fuss 
These becuities, graiful tr r-y erdert siglJ 
Bo rurre ertreree rty serzses in delight. 

Those tescrzsjforrs’d of crsTCiid s^fftv, 

AVhe ere icsieless and unfeeltrg nrsr 
These to soiree haffter lever, I raiy , 

Tee rruTtory cf these joys clcre ts nuru. 

Censure no cuire shell crenJ my humlle rusne, 

Tne child cf passion erd the fo-r ’ efferre 
IVeary cf lore, cf 1 fe, ceveudd svi'h sp’oCT , 

/ rest a feifeet firro-, not mneUer , 

World ' I rer ounce tree! cll my rurfes o errest ' 

One sich I grvi the tut that sigh s toe lest 
Fnerds,fces, erd Jar ales, roio ahic, cuteu ' 

Would I could add remembrerce cf yu, tec ' 

Yet theugr tne futurt, cark erd ch~crless guetrs, 

Ti-e curse cf rremory , hurver~ng tr riy dreer^, 

DetieSs uu'i r’ccvirg penal cll these years. 

Ere yet, rsy cup, er pens,r’c, fovrd mth tears. 

Still rules rry senses vath ty rertiic szcey, 

Th,e past ccnfruiudirg urtt the prasrt aay 

Ales ' in van T ch^t the r’eddensrg thoighi 
It still recurs, unlcck'd fer ard unsought 
Afy soul to Farley's, e’c., etc., as at line 29 — ■, 

[F cn r O.cesicrj, p to?, I 

1 [The words, “ that schoolboj thing,” etc. (see letter to H 
Drtir>, Jan 8, 180S), endentlj apply, not as Moore inbmat^ 
to this penod, but to the lines ^ On a Change of Masti^ 
etc, Jul>, 1S05 (see letter to \V Bankes, March 6, 1S07) J 

2 [The motto was prefixed m Hours of Idlei ess ] 
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■\Vhen Health, alfnghted, spreads her rosy Ring, 

And flies with every changing gale of spring, 

Not to the aching frame alone confin’d, 

Un)aelding pangs assail the drooping mind 
'\\Tiat gnsly forms, the spectre-tram of woe, 

Bid shuddering Nature shrink beneath the blou , 

With Resignation wage relentless strife, 

A\Tule Hope retires appall’d, and clings to hfe 
Yet less the pang when, through the tedious hour, 
Remembrance sheds around her genial poa er. 

Calls back the vanish’d days to rapture given, 

WTien Love was bhss, and Beauty form’d our heaven , 
Or, dear to youth, pourtra}'s each childish scene, 
Those fair)' bowers, where all in turn have been 
As when, through clouds that pour the summer storm, 
The orb of day unveils his distant form, 

Gilds with famt beams the cr) stal dews of rain 
And dimly twinkles o’er the vrateiy plam , 

Thus, while the future dark and cheerless gleams, 

The Sun of Memor)', glowmg through my dreams. 
Though sunk the radiance of his former blaze, 

To scenes far distant points his paler rays, 

Still rules my senses with unbounded sway, 

The past confoundmg with the present day 

Oft does my heart mdulge the nsmg thought, 
"Wluch still recurs, unlook’d for and unsought , 

My soul to Fanc)’’s fond suggestion yields, 
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And roams romantic o’er her any fields 3° 

Scenes of my youth, develop’d, crowd to view, 

To which I long have bade a last adieu ' 

Seats of delight, mspinng youthful themes , 

Fnends lost to me, for aye, except in dreams , 
Some, who m marble prematurely sleep, 

^Vhose forms I now remember, but to weep. 

Some, who yet urge the same scholastic course 
Of early saence, future fame the source , 

Who, still contending in the studious race, 

In qmck rotation, fill the semor place I '1° 

These, mth a thousand visions, now unite, 

To dazzle, though they please, my achmg sight' 


Ida I blest spot, where Science holds her reign, 
How joyous, once, I jom’d thy youthful train ! 
Bnght, m idea, gleams thy lofty spire. 

Again, I mmgle with thy playful quire , 

Our tricks of mischief,* every childish game. 
Unchang’d by time or distance, seem the same , 

1 [Lines 43-98 were added in Hours of Idleness ] 

2 [Newton Hanson relates that on one occasion he 
named his father to Harrow on Speech Day to see n 
brother Hargreaves Hanson and Byron “ On our arnvaJ • 
Harrow, we set out in search of Hargreaves and Byron, 0 
the latter was not at his tutor’s Three or four lads, 

my father’s inquiries, set off at full speed to find him f “ ^ 
soon discovered him, and, laughing most heartily, called 0 > 
‘ Hallo, Byron 1 here’s a gentleman wants you ’ And wfi 
do you think? He had got on Drury’s hat I 
remember the arch cock of Byron’s ej'e at the hat and tn 
at my father, and the fim and merriment it caused him an 
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Through winding paths, along the glade I trace 
The social smile of every welcome face , 50 

My wonted haunts, my scenes of joy or woe. 

Each early boyish friend, or youthful foe. 

Our feuds dissolv’d, but not my friendship past, — 

I bless the former, and forgive the last 

Hours of my youth • when, nurtur’d m my breast, 

To Love a stranger, Fnendship made me blest, — 
Fnendship, the dear pecuUar bond of youth, 

IVhen every artless bosom throbs with truth , 
Untaught by worldly wisdom how to feign, 

And check each impulse ivith prudential rein , 60 

■\\Tien, aU ive feel, our honest souls disclose. 

In love to friends, m open hate to foes , 

No varnish’d tales the lips of youth repeat, 

No dear-bought knowledge purchased by deceit , 
Hypocnsy, the gift of lengthen’d years, 

Matured by age, the garb of Prudence wears *■ 
■When, now, the Boy is npen’d mto Man, 

His careful Sire chalks forth some w'ary plan , 
Instructs his Son from Candour’s path to shnnk. 
Smoothly to speak, and cautiously to think , 70 

Still to assent, and never to deny — 

A patron’s praise can well reward the he 

I Cunning imth — {MS Nnostcad ] 

all of us whilst, during the day, he was perambulating the 
highways and byeivays of Ida ivith the hat on ‘Harrow 
Speech Day and the Governor’s Hat’ was one of the 
standing raUying-points for Lord Byron ever after ”] 


ss 


HOrKS O? JULSTESS. 

Arid Tdio_ T^er: Jortine’s trtinirng vc-ics is hearc. 
Wcali lase Id? operisr uross-ects for s. toou. ^ 
Ahdorgd. cgrdis; tdnt ’?nrnl heart reheh 
And Tnrtii. ind-cncrit- cd cis ocscn 


Ayrzj xnm theses irse this I cat trine the tast, 
Fss ratterrrs Sdends to tsrr se hatefhl tdsh: 
Let keener ones d eTrj h- in SatTre's strrs 
I? Iv Fmcr soars not cn Denncdcn s rdrS’ 

Once, end oS once, she ahn’d a cendiT hlr m 
To hnrl DeSnn'rs cn a sscret Foe : 

Bs rdien that fre. fires ieeirng- or fixm smn=- 
Tte ernsa enknemn yet sdll to me the sime- 
yV arr/ d Dj scse finendiT hint- perchance^ retire, 
tfnh thr? snhrnissiDn ah her rage exprrec- 
Fros dreaded fangs that feeble Foe to save- 
She ensa'd her yn — -- resenrnism. and forsare. 
Or. if sj Jlcse a Pecanrs portrah drerr 
Posscses' virtnes are hnl knens to fe^ - 
I never feard the v n ; — g esarpers ccc. 

And he TTreLCs cssa sernethaes. fsei 
If sines cn Gsnta's fidirms. knrvn to aC 
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share the converse of a college hall, 

She sometimes trifled m a hghter strain, 

'Tis past, and thus she will not sm again , 

Soon must her early song for ever cease. 

And, all may rail, when I shall rest m peace 

Here, first remember’d he the joyous band, 

MTio hail’d me chief,^ obedient to command, 100 
join’d with me, in every bojash sport, 

Their first adviser, and their last resort , 

Nor shrunk beneath the upstart pedant’s frown,'- 
Or all the sable glones of his gown , 

MTio, thus, transplanted from his father’s school, 
Unfit to govern, ignorant of rule — 

Succeeded hun, nhom all unite to praise. 

The dear preceptor of my early days, 

Probus,® the pnde of saence, and the boast — 

To Ida non, alas ! for ever lost 1 no 

I A’cr shrttnk htjorc. — \Hmrs of IdJatcss ] 
u Careless to soothe the ■fedanfs ^unotis frenott. 

Scarcely respecting hts majestic gcron , 

By which, m vain, he gam'd a borrcnd d grace. 

Adding new terror to ^ sneering pace — 

{P on V Occasions ] 

1 [On the retirement of Dr Drury, three candidates for 
the \-acant chair presented themsehes — Messrs. Drurj, 
Evans, and Butler On the first moiement to ivhich this 
contest gave nse in the school, )oung Wildman -nas at the 
head of the paxtj for Mark Drurj, while BjTon held himself 
aloof from anj Anxious, honcier, to haie him as an all), 
one of the Drurj faction said to Wildman, " BjTon, I know, 
will not join, because he does not choose to act second to 
an) one, but, b) giving up the leadership to him, ) ou mav 
at once secure him.” This Wildman did, and B)Ton took 
the command. — Zr/t, p 29 ] 

2 Dr Drurj This most able and excellent man retired 
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fiom lu-t ‘tiuntion m 'inrch, 1.S05, nikr nnvin;; 
tlnrtX'fiM, Jt-'ir' nt Harrou , the hsl fttntj t* ’ 

an oti'icc he held mth cnual hnnour 10 liiinscir and adnnt ^ 
to the \en c\tLn<i\e 'chiK)l o\cr uiucli itc nrc'tidcd i 
{^)ric would here he suiicrfluous it vtoufd he uselO'^s 
enumerate qinhhcntion'' which were nener doubted 5 ° 
Miter ible confe ^t took jdacc between three ninl cardioa ej 
for his \“icnjil eh iir ot this 1 can onh sa> — 


S/ trra cum "usins - ufutsscis I voto Pclas!:^ ' 

A\’ti fcrct iimdii^uus /at It ccr!airiiits / tens 
fnjron’s letters from llirrow contain the same high 
iirnueofDr Orurj In one, of November 2, iSo-l- he ^1 I 
‘There is so much of the gentleman, so much mildne'ss, an 
nothing of pedantrv in his character, that I cannot n^P 
liking him, and will remember his instructions with gratitua 
ns long as I Inc” A week after, he adds, “I 
Dr Dnir> I dread offending him, not, however, throug 
fear, but the respect I bear him makes me t'^happ) 

I am under his displeasure ” Dr Drur) has rclatw m 
secret of the influence he obtained the glance which toi 
him that the lad was “a wald mountain colt,” told him an 
that he could be “led with a silken string ”] 
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No more his mention shall my verse degrade, — 

To him my tnbute is already paid ' 120 

High, through those elms ivitli hoary branches crown’d" 

Fair Ida’s bower adorns the landscape round , 

There Saence, from her favour’d seat, surveys 

The vale where rural Nature claims her praise , 

To her awhile resigns her youthful train, 

Who move in joy, and dance along the plam , 

1 This alludes to a character pnnted in a former pnvate 
edition [P on V Occastoits] for the perusal of some mends, 
which, inth many other pieces, is withheld from the present 
volume. To draw the attention of the public to insignifi- 
cance would be deservedly reprobated , and another reason, 
though not of equal consequence, may be given m the 
foUoiving couplet — 

“ Satire or sense, alas 1 can Sporus feel ? 

Who breaks a Butterfly upon a wheel ? ” 

Prolo^ie to tlic Satires Pope 
{Houisof Idleness,-^ 154, wfc] [(See the lines “On a 
Change of Masters at a Great Pubhc School,” a»U, p 16 ) 
The foUomng lines, attached to the Newstead MS draft of 
‘‘ Childish Recollections,” are aimed at Pomposus — 

“ Just half a Pedagogue, and half a Fop, 

Not formed to grace the pulpit, but the Shop , 

The Counter, not the Desk, should be his place, 

Who deals out precepts, as if deahng Lace , 

Servile in mind, from Elevabon proud, 

In argument, less sensible than loud, 

Through half the continent, the Coxcomb’s been. 

And stuns you with the Wonders he has seen 
' Horn m Pompeii’s vault he found the page. 

Of some long lost, and long lamented Sage, 

And doubtless he the Letters would hav e trac’d, 

Had they not been by age and dust effac’d 
This single specimen will serve to shew, 

The weighty lessons of this reverend Beau, 

Bombast in vain would want of Genius clokc. 

For feeble fires ci-aporate in smoke , 

A Boy, o’er Bovs he holds a trembling reign, 

More fit than they' to seek some School again ”J 
2 [Lines 121-243 "cre added m Hours of Idleness ] 
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Here minglmg view the names of Sire and Son, 

The one long grav’d, the other just begun 
These shall survive ahke iihen Son and Sire, 

Beneath one common stroke of fate expire , ^ 

Perhaps, their last memonal these alone. 

Denied, in death, a monumental stone, i6o 

AVhilst to the gale in mournful cadence wave 
The sighmg weeds, that hide their nameless grave 
And, here, my name, and many an early friend’s. 

Along the wall m lengthen’d Ime extends. 

Though, still, our deeds amuse the youthful race, 

Who tread our steps, and fill our former place. 

Who young obeyed their lords in silent awe, 

■Whose nod commanded, and whose voice was law , 
And now, m turn, possess the rems of power. 

To rule, the httle Tyrants of an hour , 170 

Though sometimes, nath the Tales of ancient daj^, 
They pass the dreary Wmter’s eve away , 

“ And, thus, our former rulers stemm’d the tide, 

And, thus, they dealt the combat, side by side , 

Just in this place, the mouldenng walls they scaled, 
Nor holts, nor bars, agamst their strength avail’d , ' 

1 [Dunng a rebellion at Harrow, the poet prevented 
the school-room from being burnt down, by pointing out to 
the boys the names of their fathers and grandfathers on the 
imlls — Medwm’s Conversaitons (1824), p 8$ ] 

2 [Bjuron elsewhere thus describes his usual course of life 
while at Harrow “ always cricketing, rebelhng, rcnotiig, 
and in all manner of mischiefs ” One day he tore doum the 
gratings from the ivmdow of the hall , and when asked by 
Dr Butler his reason for the outrage, coolly ansivcrcd, 
“ because they darkened the room ” — Life, p 29'j 
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The woods of Ida danc’d before my eyes , 

I saw the spnghtly wand’rers pour along, 

I saw, and join’d again the joyous throng , 
Panting, again I trac’d her lofty grove, 

And Friendship’s feelings tnumph’d over Love. 

Yet, why should I alone with such dehght 
Retrace the circuit of my former flight? 

Is there no cause beyond the common claim. 
Endear’d to all in childhood’s very name? 

Ah I sure some stronger impulse vibrates here, 
YTuch whispers friendship mil be doubly dear 
To one, who thus for kmdred hearts must roam, 
And seek abroad, the love denied at home 
Those hearts, dear Ida, have I found in thee, 

A home, a world, a paradise to me 

Stem Death forbade my orphan youth to share 

The tender gmdance of a Father’s care , 

Can Rank, or e’en a Guardian’s name supply 
The love, which ghstens in a Father’s ej e ? 

For this, can Wealth, or Title’s sound atone. 
Made, by a Parent’s early loss, my own ? 

YTiat Brother sprmgs a Brother’s love to seek ? 
Y’hat Sister’s gentle kiss has prest my cheek ^ 
For me, hoii dull the vacant moments nse, 

To no fond bosom link’d by kindred ties ! 

Oft, m the progress of some fleetmg dream, 
Fraternal smiles, collected round me seem , 


210 
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While still the visions to my heart are prest, 
The voice of Love inll murmur m my rest 
I hear — I w’ake — and m the sound rejoice ! 

I hear agam, — ^but, ah ! no Brother’s voice 
A Hermit, ’midst of crowds, I fain must stray 
Alone, though thousand pilgrims fill the way , 
While these a thousand kmdred wreaths entwine, 
I cannot call one smgle blossom mme 
What then remams ? m sohtude to groan. 

To mix m fnendship, or to sigh alone ? ' 

Thus, must I chng to some endearmg band. 

And none more dear, than Ida’s social band 


Alonzo > ^ best and dearest of my fiiends, 

Thy name ennobles him, who thus commends 
From this fond tribute thou canst gam no praise, 
The praise is his, who now that tnbute pays 
Oh ! m the prormse of thy early youth. 

If Hope anticipate the words of Truth ' 

Some loftier bard shall sing thy glonous name. 


1 Joannes! bat and deadest of atyfncitds — .i 

IP onV Occastom\ 

1 “ Lord Clare ” [Annotated copy of P on V 
m the British Museum.] [Lines 243-264, as the note in 
handwntmg explains, were onginally intended to apP'r 
Lord Clare In Hoitrs of Idleness “Joannes” 

“ Alonzo,” and the same hncs were employed to celcbrare 
memory of his friend the Hon John Wingfield, of tl^ 00 
stream Guards, brother to Richard, fourth Viscount 
court. He died at Coimbra m 1811, m his tivcntietn 5 ^ 
Byron at one time gave him the preference over all 0 
friends ] 
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To build his OW'D, upon thy deathless fame '• 250 

Fnend of my heart, and foremost of the list 
Of those uith whom I hved supremely blest , 

Oft have we dram’d the font of ancient lore, 

Though dnnlong deeply, thrrstmg sbll the more , 
Yet, when Confinement’s lingering hour iras done. 
Our sports, our studies, and our souls were one 
Together ue irapell’d the flymg ball. 

Together waited in our tutor's hall , 

Together jom’d in cncket’s manly toil. 

Or shar’d the produce of the nveds spoil , 260 

Or plungmg from the green dechning shore, 

Our phant limbs the buoyant billows bore “• 

In every element, unchang’d, the same. 

All, all that brothers should be, but the name 

Nor, yet, are you forgot, my jocund Boy ! 

Davus,' the harbmger of childish joy , 

For ever foremost m the ranks of fim. 

The laughmg herald of the harmless pun , 

Yet, with a breast of such materials made. 

Anxious to please, of pleasmg half afraid , 270 

I Could aught inspire me -inth poetic fire. 

For thee, alone, Fd stake the I allaufd l}re, 

Flit, to some abler hand, the task I toot e, 
lyj ose strains immortal may outlrve the grave — 

[F on V Oceastons J 

ii Our lust) hmbs — on V Occasions ] 

the buoyant toaters bore — \Hours of Idleness J 

I [The Rci John Cecil Tattersall, B A, of Chnst Church, 
Oxford, nho died December S, 1812, at Hall’s Place, Kent, 
aged ti\ enty-threc ] 
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Candid and liberal, wth a heart of steel 
In Danger’s path, though not untaught to feel 
Still, I remember, in the factious strife, 

The rustic’s musket aim'd agamst my life * 
High pois’d in air the massy weapon hung, 

A cry of horror burst from every tongue 
^Vhilst I, m combat with another foe, 

Fought on, unconscious of th’ impending blow, 
Your arm, brave Boy, arrested his career — 
Forward you sprung, msensible to fear, 
Disarm’d, and baffled by your conquenng hand. 
The grovellmg Savage roll’d upon the sand 
An act like this, can simple i-hfin ks repay?' 

Or all the labours of a grateful lay ? 

Oh no ! whene’er my breast forgets the deed, 
That mstant, Davus, it deserves to bleed 


Lvcus * ^ on me thy claims are justly great 
Thy rmlder virtues could my Muse relate, 

1 dtd _) <nt save that life 1 scarcely prize— 

A Itje unworthy such a sacrifice 

Oh 1 whea my breast forgets thegen'rous deed — , 

[P oa F Oceanens \ 

1 [The “ factious stnfe ” was brought on by the breatog 
up of school, and the dismissal of some volunteers from dm 
both happening at the same hour The butt-end of a musket 
was aimed at Byron’s head, and would hare felled hun to the 
ground, but for the interposition of Tattersall —ZdA, P \ 

2 Uohn Fitzgibbon, second Earl of Clare (1792-185'/’ 
alterwMds Governor of Bombay, of whom BjTon sai^ 
io22, I have always loved him better than any male tliino 
in the world I never,” was his language in 1821, 

the word Clare without a beaUng of the neart even 
and 1 uTite it vith the feelings of 1S03-4-5, ad indn*^^^ 
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To thee, alone, unnvaH’d, would belong 

The feeble efforts of my lengthen’d song '■ 290 

Well const thou boast, to lead in senates fit, 

A Spartan firmness, with Athenian wit ’ 

Though yet, in embryo, these perfections shme, 


1 /br ever to Jiosscss a frttnd tn thee, 

IVas d/tss vnhofd, though not unsought by me. 

Thy softer soul tuas form'd for lave alone, 

To ruder passions and to hate unknown , 

Thy mind, tn union with thy beauteous form, 
gentle, but unfit to stem the storm , 

That face, an index of celestial worth, 

Proclainld a heart abstracted from the earth 
Oft, when depress’d with sad, foreboding gloom, 

I sat reclin'd upon our favourite tomb, 

Tve seat those sympathetic eyes o'erfimu 
HWi hind contpasston for thy comradds woe , 

Or, when Uss mournful subjects form'd our themes, 

ITe tned a thousand fond romantic schemes, 

Oft hast thou nuom, tn fnendshtp's soothing tone, 
lyhatever wish was mute, must be thtne own 
The next can boast to lead tn senates fit, 

A SMrtan firmness, with 4 that tan wtt , 

Thd yet, tn embryo, these perfections shine, 

Clanis! thy father’s fame ~mll soon be thme — 

[P on V Occasions ] 

A remonstrance which Lord Clare addressed to him at 
school, was found among his papers (as were most of the 
notes of his early favourites), and on the back of it was an 
endorsement which is a fresh testimony of his affection — 
“This and another letter were written at Harrow, by m> 
then and. I hope, ever beloved friend, Lord Clare, when wc 
were both schoolbojs , and sent to my study m consequence 
of some cluldtsh misunderstandmg, — the onlj one which 
ever arose between us It was of short duration, and I 
retain this note solel> for the purpose of submitting it to 
his perusal, that we may smile over the recollection of 
the insignificance of our first and last quarrel ” See, also, 
BjTon’s account of his accidental meeting with Lord Clare 
in Italy m 1821, as recorded m DetaeJud Thoughts, Nov 5, 
1S21 , in letters to Moore, March i and June 8, 1822 , 
and Mme. Guiccioli’s description of his emotion on scemg 
Clare {My Recollections of Lord Byron, ed 1869, p 156) ] 
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L\cus J thv falliers fanic^ uill soon be thine 
Where Learning nurtures the superior mind, 

AVhat maj we hope, from genius thus refin’d, 
"WTicn Time, at length, matures thj growing years, 
How wilt thou tower, aboie th} fellow peers' 
Prudence and sense, a spint bold and free, 

With Honour’s soul, united beam m thee 3 ^ 


Shall fair El r\ alls,'’ pass by unsung? 

From ancient lineage, not unw orthy, sprung 
^\'hat, though one sad dissension bade us part, 
That name is 3 et embalm’d within my heart, 
et, at the mention, does that heart rebound. 

And palpitate, responsn e to the sound , 

Envy dissolved our tics, and not our will 
IFe once were fnends, — I’ll think, we are so still 
A form unraatch’d m Nature’s partial mould, 

A heart untainted, we, m thee, behold 3"’ 

1 Qohn Fitzgibbon, first Earl of Clare (i749-iSo:), ^ 
<^e Attomej -General and Lord Chancellor of Ireland m 
the latter j ears of the independent Insh Parliament, 

an active part m politics m opposition to Grattan and tne 
national partj, and was distinguished as a powerfdl, if hut^j 
speakCT He wws made Earl of Clare in i/OS ] 

2 [George John, fifth Earl of Delawarr— ‘ I am happ) 
^ough, and comfortable here,” says Byron, in a letter fm® 
Harrow of OcL 25, 1S04. “ M) fhuids are not numeroaS 
but select. Among the principal, I rank Lord Delawaff, 
who IS veiy' amiable, and mj particular friend ” — “Nov 
i}>o4. Lord Delawarr is considerablv yonnger than 
but the most good-tempered, amiable,' clever fellow m tee 
imiv^e. To all which he adds the qualm (a good one 
m the ejes of women) of bemg remarkabl> handsom^ 
iJelawarr and mjself are, m a manner, connected , for on 
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Yet, not the Senate’s thunder thou shalt wield, 

Nor seek for glor}', in the tented field 
To minds of ruder texture, these be given— 

Thy soul shall nearer soar its native heaven 
Haply, in polish’d courts might be thy seat. 

But, that thy tongue could never forge deceit 
The courtier’s supple bow, and sneering smile, 

The flow of compbment, the slippery wile. 

Would make that breast, with indignation, bum, 

And, all the ghttenng snares, to tempt thee, spurn, 320 
-Domestic happiness mil stamp thy fate , 

Sacred to love, unclouded e’er by hate , 

The world admire thee, and thy fnends adore , — 
Ambition’s slave, alone, would toil for more ’ 


Now last, but nearest, of the social band. 
See honest, open, generous Cleon ' stand , 


1 liT-tn ti the restless fool, 'oouM soish for morel — 

on V Occasions ] 

of mj forefathers, in Charles I ’s time, mamed into their 
famih ” The allusion m the text to their subsequent craarrel, 
recoil es further light from a letter which the poet addressed 
to Lord Clare imder date, February 6, 1807 (See, too, lines 
“To George, Earl Delawarr,"p 126) The fir^ Lord BjTon 
was tince mamed His first infe was Cecihe, widow of Sir 
Francis Bindlose, and daughter of Thomas, third Lord Dela- 
warr He died childless, and was succeeded b) his brother 
Richard, the poet’s ancestor His younger brother. Sir 
Robert BjTon, mamed Luej, another daughter of the third 
Lord Delawarr 1 

i [Edward Noel Long who was droivaied bj the founder- 
ing of a transport on the voiTigc to Lisbon mth his regi- 
ment, m 1809 (Sec lines “To Edward Noel Long, Esq,” 
fosl,-p 1S4-)] 


lo: 


JIOURb 0^ Wir.'SFS^ 


"With SGirco one *;ptck, to cloud the pleasing scene 
No \ jrc degrades lluii purest soul serene 
On the same di}, our studious race begun, 

On tlic same dnj, our studious race was run , 33° 

'linis, side by side, we pass'd our first career, 

'J'iiiis, side by side, uc stroie for many a >ear , 

At last, concluded our scholastic life, 

\\ e neither conquer’d in the classic stnfc 
As Speakers,' each supports an equal name,'’ 

And crowds allow to both a partial fame 
To soothe a jouthful Rnal’s early pndc, 

Though Cleon’s candour would the palm dnade, 

Vet Candour’s self compels me now to owai, 

Justice awards it to ni} Fntnd alone 34° 


Oil I r nends regretted, Scenes for ever dear, 
Remembrance hails }Ou with )icr wannest tear 
Drooping, she bends o’er pensive Fanc}’’s um, 
To trace the hours, whicli never can return. 
Yet, with the retrospection loves to dwell,'’’ 
And soothe the sorrows of her last farewell ' 
Yet greets tlic triumph of ra) bo}ash mmd, 

As infant laurels round my head were twin’d 


I As sf^ahers, eac! sst/Jvrls n rrtnl rams, 

TAou^/! netthsr sseks to damn the others fanu, 

Ponfosns sits, unegtial to deetde, 

If'it/i ) cuthfnl caiidottr, 'tv the palm dntde — ^ j 

II 'i et m the t etrospectson finds relief , i 

And revels in the luxury of gnef — on ^ Ckcastou 

I This alludes to the public speeches delivered at 
school where the author was educated 
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^^^len Probus' praise repaid my lync song, 

Or plac’d me higher in the studious throng , 350 

Or when my first harangue receiv’d applause,^ 

His sage instruction the pnmeval cause, 

IVhat gratitude, to him, my soul possest, 

^Vhlle hope of daimmg honours fill’d my breast 1 '• 

I IVkat, ^cl a novice in the mtmtc art, 

I feign'd the transports of a vengeful heart , 

What, as the Royal Slave, I trod the stage. 

To vent in Zanga, more than mortal rage , 

The praise of Probits, made me feel more proud. 

Than all the plaudits of the list mug crowd 
An I vain endeavour in this childish strain 
To soothe the woes of which I thus complain > 

IPhat can avail this frutthss loss of time. 

To measure sorrcru, in a jingling rhyme 1 
Rfo social solace from a friend, is near. 

And heartless strangers drop no fcAitig tear 
T seek not JO) in IVomaids sparkling eye. 

The smiles of Scaup' cannot cheek the sigh 
Adieu, thou -world f thy pleasures still a dream, 

Thy virtue, but a visionary theme , 

Thy years of vice, on years of folly roll, 

Til grinning death assigns the destin'd goal, 

I [“ Mj qualities \\ ere much more oratoncal than poetical, 
and Dr Drury, my grand patron, had a great notion that 
I should turn out an orator from my fluencj , my turbulence, 
my voice, my copiousness of declamation, and m> action 
I remember that my first declamation astonished Dr Drury 
into some unwontM (for he ivas economical of such) and 
sudden compliments, before the declaimers at our first 
rehearsal ” — Byron Diary “ I certainly was much pleased 
with Lord Byron’s attitude, gesturCj and deh\ ery, as \\ ell as 
wth his composition To mj surprise, he sudderily diverged 
from the wntten composition, with a boldness and rapidity 
sufficient to alarm me, lest he should fail in memory as to 
the conclusion I questioned him, why he had altered his 
declamation? He declared he had made no alteration, and 
did not know, in speaking, that he had deviated from it one 
letter I believed him, and from a knowledge of his tempera- 
ment, am convinced that he was humed on to expressions 
and colounngs more staking than what his pen had 
expressed "—Dr Drury, Life, p eo ] 
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For aii m) InimMe fnmt, lo him alone, 

J'hc praise is dui., Mho made that fame m> omti 
011 1 could I soar above these feeble lajs, 

These }Qung effusions of m) carl) daj-s, 

To him my iVIiisc her noblest strain Mould gi'C, 
The song might perish, but the theme might hie.*- 
Yet, \\h\ for him the needless \crse cssaj ^ 

Ills honour’d name requires no aTiin disphj 

ll’l/r,- (iU flre ! ai\t n ^ to t! r {th-Jt, 

Tc i> /'t tf-r ft of a 'n-u G(\’ , 

IT i< ( (O' CO trsc if r t! c ttthilcss tftn 'X> 

.} rctn cr, / nJs' of virih, I glide a!c< g, 

.1 'un'chcj, tiolrtc’, g'oooj 

Curst t>\ reft tiou's J{f corroi rg s'lug , 

flut not th't we tel shr'g, trhicl stci's uitfi r, 

T/ r dnrL a^etger of unftutsFd stu , 

Ties lent shaft, a 'jef- gi'cds the igct'ly 'ort'er 
Hxteided or a ra'f’s luttnug s're'e/ ■ 

Corsete ee that s'tng, that shaft to > tw snfftt-— 

JTts ! nrd th e rr^l,fron -,/,ie' he ne'er con rin 
For me, ’ohntder ntj Jell} , or rrt fear, 

One cheerful eo> Jen s' ll ts chensPd hcri^ 

To dread tutcmal, haunts nt} he,rs of ress', 
ido dreams of injured tnre-eree >r fest , 

Of / ofe, of pace, of almost all I or eft. 

Conscience, my last Pit -ivlcome picst, is left 
Slanaeds emprson'd Inatn, via} blast ry t ane, 

Envj dehgl ts to I light the buds of fan e 
Decat ft n\ c! ill tl e airrint of mj bloc I, 

-t ndfneze afTc'lion’s scam smpassicu' d food , 
Presaging horror, aarhen e-erj sense, 

£~eu here -mil eoiis-iencc lie n » l>est drferce , 
boson feels no "-corn -,hieh ndcrcau die 
.1 ot enmes / inmirr, but ! afpness gone h 
Tnus cra-chug Of -citl riaij a ripule sile. 

My heart ts litter, though my cheJe may smtle , 

A'b more -mth former lltss, my lean ts glad , 

If oje yields to at gmsh and my soul is sad , 

From fond rigret, no fii'iire jiy eats soil. 

Remembrance slumbers onh nt the rrat e i 

[P on V Oicasior^ i 

i Tnc song might fensh, hit the theme must tree , 

{Hours of Idleris^ I 
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By every son of grateful Ida blest, 

It finds an echo in each youthful breast , 

A fame beyond the glories of the proud, 

Or all the plaudits of the venal crowd 

Ida 1 not yet exhausted is the theme, 

Nor clos’d the progress of my youthful dream 
How many a fnend deserves the grateful stram 1 
■\Vhat scenes of childhood still unsimg remain 1 370 

Yet let me hush this echo of the past, 

This partmg song, the dearest and the last , 

And brood m secret o’er those hours of joy. 

To me a silent and a sweet employ, 

IVhile, future hope and fear ahke unknown, 

I think wth pleasure on the past alone , 

Yes, to the past alone, my heart confine, 

And chase the phantom of what once was mine 

Ida 1 still o’er thy hills m joy preside. 

And proudly steer through Time’s eventful bde 380 
Sbll may thy bloonUng Sons thy name revere. 

Smile in thy bower, but quit thee with a tear, — 

That tear, perhaps, the fondest ivhich mil flow , 

O’er their last scene of happmess below 
Tell me, ye hoary few, who ghde along. 

The feeble Veterans of some former throng, 

YTiose fnends, like Autumn leaves by tempests whirl’d. 
Arc swept for ever from this busy world , 
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Revolve ilic Heetin^ motnuiLs of joiir youth, 
Wnlc Cnro lias } ct vvathhcld lier venom’d tooth , 
Si), if Romembranre daj's hi e these endears, 
Ikjond the rapture of surcetdmg jears? 

Say, can Ambition’^ fever'd dream bestow 
So sweet a balm to soothe jour hours of woe? 
Can Treasures hoarded for some thankless Son, 
Can Ro) al Smiles, or Wrcatlis by slaughter w on, 
Can Stars or Ermine, Man’s maturcr Tojs, 

(For glittering baubles arc not left to Roys,) 
Recall one scene so much bclov’d to vaew, 

As tliosc where Youtli her garland twin’d for jou 
Ah, no ! amid the gloomj calm of age 
You turn willi faltcnng hand life’s varied page, 
Peruse the record of } our days on earth, 
Unsullied only where it marks your birth, 

Still, hngenng, pause abov'c each chequer’d leaf, 
^Vnd blot wath Tears the sable lines of Gnef, 
^Vhere Passion o’er the theme her mantle threw. 
Or w eeping Virtue sigh’d a faint adieu , 

But bless the scroll which fairer words adorn. 
Trac’d by the rosy finger of the Mom , 

YHien Fnendship bow’d before die shnne of truth. 
And Love, wathout his pmion,’ smil’d on Youth 

1 hts venom' d looth — \Hoiirs of Idleness ] 

I “ L’Amitid est 1 ’ Amour sans ailes,” is a 
prov erb [See the lines so entitled, p 320 j 
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ANSWER TO A BEAUTIFUL POEM, WRITTEN 
BY MONTGOMERY, AUTHOR OF “THE 
WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND,” ETC, 
ENTITLED “THE COMMON LOT”' 


I 

Montgomery 1 true, the common lot 
Of mortals lies in Lethe’s wave , 
Yet some shall never be forgot, 

Some shall evist beyond the grave 


“ Unknown the region of his birtli,” 

The hero° rolls the tide of nar, 

Yet not unknown his martial worth, 

YTiich glares a meteor from afar 

3 

His joy or gnef, his weal or woe, 

Perchance may 'scape the page of fame , 

Yet nations, now unborn, will know 
The record of his deathless name 

1 [Montgomcrj (James), 1771-1854, poet and h}Tnn-wTitcr, 
published Prison Aviuscmenis (1797), The Ocean ^ a Poem 
(1805), The Wanderer of Swtiscrland, and o/hei Poems 
(1S06), The Wes/ Indies, and other Poems (1810), Songs of 
Sion (1822), The Christian Psalmist (1S25), 77/1? Pelican 
Island, and other Poems (1S27), etc {vide post, English Dai ds, 
etc , line 418, and note) ] 

2 No particular hero is here alluded to The exploits of 
Bayard, Nemours, Edward the Black Pnnee, and, in more 
modem times, the fame of Marlborough, Frederick the 
Great, Count Saxe, Charles of Sweden, etc., are familiar to 
ct eiy histoncal reader, but the exact places of their birth 
are knowai to a \ erj small proportion of their admirers 


HOUR'; or IDRENT-SS 


4 

The Patriot’s and the Poet's frame 
Must share the common tomb of all ' 
Their glory mil not sleep the same, 
That mil ansc, though Empires fall 


O' 

The lustre of a Beauty’s eje 

Assumes tlic ghastly stare of death , 

The fair, the brave, the good must die, 
And sink the yawning grave beneath 

6 

Once more, the speaking eye rcvi\ cs, 

Still beaming through the lover’s strain , 
For Petrarch’s Laura still sumves 
She died, but ne’er wall die agaui 

7 

The rollmg seasons pass away, 

And Time, untinng, waves his wang , 
AVhilst honour’s laiuels ne’er decay. 

But bloom in fresh, unfading spnng 

8 

All, all must sleep m gnm repose. 
Collected in the silent tomb , 

The old, the young, wath fnends and foes, 
Fesfrmg alike m shrouds, consume 



love’s last adieu 


109 


9 

The mouldenng marble lasts its da>, 

Yet falls at length an useless fane. 

To Rum’s ruthless fangs a prey, 

The wrecks of pillar’d Pnde remam 

10 

^Vhat, though the sculpture be destroy'd, 
From dark Oblivion meant to guard , 

A bnght renown shall be enjoy’d, 

By those, whose virtues claim reiiard 

ri 

Tiien do not say the common lot 
Of all hes deep in Lethe’s nave, 

Some feis who ne’er wall be forgot 
Shall burst the bondage of the grave 

1S06 


LOVE’S LAST ADIEU 

'Afl S' aft (If ipfvyei — [PsEUt? ] ANACREOL, [Eh 
I 

The roses of Love glad the garden of hfe, 

Though nurtmr’d ’mid weeds dropping pestilent deu , 
Till Time crops the leaves wth unmerciful kmfe. 

Or primes them for ever, m Love’s last adieu ' 


no 
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In vam, with endearments, we soothe the sad heart, 

In vam do we vow for an age to be true , 

The chance of an hour may command us to part, 

Or Death disvuute us, in Love’s last adieu ' 

3 

Still Hope, breathmg peace, through the gnef-swollen 
breast,'- 

Will whisper, “ Om meetmg we yet may renew 
With this dream of deceit, half our sorroi\'’s represt. 

Nor taste we the poison, of Love’s last adieu ! 

4 * 

Oh ' mark you yon pair, m the sunshine of youth, 

Love twin’d round tlieir childliood his flon^’rs as they 
grew, 

They flounsh awhile, in the season of truth. 

Till chill’d by the winter of Love’s last adieu ' 

5 

Sneet lady ' why thus doth a tear steal its way, 

Dowti a cheek which outnvals thy bosom in hue? 

Yet why do I ask? — to distraction a prey. 

Thy reason has pensh’d, with Love’s last adieu ' 

6 

Oh ' who is yon Misanthrope, shunning mankind ? 

From cities to caves of the forest he flew 

1 StiU, ! of< heamtng peace —\P on y Oecasicns] 
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There, raving, he hovis his complaint to the wmd, 
The mountains reverberate Love’s last adieu > 

7 

Now Hate rules a heart which in Love’s easy chams, 
Once Passion’s tumultuous blandishments knew , 
Despair now mfiames the dark hde of his veins, 

He ponders, m frenzy, on Love’s last adieu 1 

8 

How he envies the wTetch, with a soul wTapt m steel ! 

His pleasures are scarce, yet his troubles are few , 
■WTio laughs at the pang that he never can fed, 

And dreads not the anguish of Love’s last adieu ' 

9 

Youth flies, life decaj^s, even hope is o’ercast, 

No more, mth Love's former devotion, we sue 
He spreads his young mng, he retires mth the blast , 
The shroud of affection is Love’s last adieu ' 

10 

In this life of probation, for rapture diiane, 

Astrea ' dedares that some penance is due , 

From him, who has -wotshipp’d at Love’s gentle shrme, 
The atonement is ample, in Lo% e’s last adieu ' 


I The Goddess of Justice 



ira 
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II. 

Who kneels to the God, on his nllnr of light 
Must mj rile and cypress alternately strew 
His myrtle, an emblem of purest delight. 

His cypress, the garland of Los e’s last adieu ' 


LINES ' 


ADDRESSED TO THE REV J f IIECIIER,* ON HIS ADVISING 
THE AUTHOR TO St!\ MORE WTTH SOCIETI 


I 

Dear Becher, you tell me to mi\ wath mankind , 

I cannot deny such a precept is wise , 

But retirement accords with the tone of my mmd 
I will not descend to a world I despise 

1 To the Rev J T Bccher — [/> oji V Occaetotis ] 

I [The Rev John Thomas Bccher (1770-1848) was Vicar 
of Rumpton and Midsomcr Norton, Notts, and made the 
acquamtance of BjTon when he was living at Southwell To 
him was submitted an early copj of the Qtcarto, and on his 
remonstrance at the tone of some of the terses, the whole 
edition (save one or two copies) was burnt. Becher assisted 
m the revision of P on V Occasions, published in 1S07 
He was in 1818 appointed Prebendary of Southwell, and, 
all his life, took an active interest and prominent part m 
the administration of the poor laws and the w elfare of the 
poor (See Byron’s letters to him of February =6 and 
March 28, 1808 )] 
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Did the Senate or Camp my exertions require, 
Ambition might prompt me, at once, to go forth , 
When Infancy’s years of probation expu-e, 

Perchance, I may stnve to distinguish my birth. 

3 

The fire, m the cavern of Etna, conceal’d, 

Still mantles unseen in its secret recess , 

At length, in a volume temfic, reveal’d. 

No torrent can quench it, no bounds can repress 

4 

Oh 1 thus, the desire, in ray bosom, for fame '• 

Bids me hve, but to hope for Postenty’s praise 
Could I soar with the Phoenix on praions of flame. 
With him I would wish to expne m the blaze 

5 

For the life of a Fox, of a Chatham the death, 

What censure, what danger, what woe would I brave ! 
Their hves did not end, when they yielded their breath, 
Their glory illumines the gloom of their grave 

6 

Yet why should I mingle in Fashion’s full herd ? 

YTiy crouch to her leaders, or cnnge to her rules ? 
MTiy bend to the proud, or applaud the absurd ? 

YTiy search for delight, in the fnendship of fools ? 

I Ohl sitch ihe destre — fP on V Occasions \ 

II the gloom of the grave — [/• on V Occasions \ 

VOL I 1 
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7 

I have tasted the sweets, and the bitters, of love. 

In fnendship I early was taught to believe, 

My passion the matrons of prudence reprove, 

I have found that a fnend may profess, yet deceive 

8 

To me what is wealth ? — it may pass in an hour. 

If Tyrants prevail, or if Fortune should frorni 
To me what is title ? — the phantom of power , 

To me what is fashion ? — I seek but renoim 

9 

Deceit is a stranger, as yet, to my soul , 

I, still, am unpractised to varnish the truth 
Then, why should I live m a hateful controul ? 

■\Vhy waste, upon folly, the days of my 3'outh ? 

iSo6 


ANSWER TO SOME ELEGANT VERSES SENT BY 
A FRIEND TO THE AUTHOR, COMPLAIN- 
ING THAT ONE OF HIS DESCRIPTIONS 
WAS RATHER TOO WARMLY DRAWN 

if any old Lady, Knight, Pnest, or Physician, 

Should condemn me for printing a second edition , 

If good Madam Sqnintnm my rvork should abuse, 

May 1 venture to give her a smack of my muse ’ ” 

Anstev’s Neiv JBath Guide, p i69 

Candour compels me, Becher ! to commend 
The verse, which blends the censor with the fnend , 



ANSW-ER TO SOME ELEGANT VERSES 11 

Your Strong yet just reproof extorts applause 
From me, the heedless and imprudent cause , *■ 

For this irild error, which pervades my strain, “■ 

I sue for pardon, — must I sue in vain ? 

The MTse sometimes from Wisdom’s ways depart , 

Can youth then hush the dictates of the heart ? 
Precepts of prudence curb, but can’t controul. 

The fierce emotions of the flowing soul 
^Vhen Love's dehnum haunts the glowing mmd, 
Limpmg Decorum Imgers far behind , 

Vainly the dotard mends her prudish pace, 

Outstnpt and vanquish'd m the mental chase 
The yoimg, the old, have worn the chams of love , 
Let those, they ne’er confined, my lay reprm e , 

Let those, whose souls contemn the pleasing power. 
Their censures on the hapless victira show er 
Oh ! how I hate the nerveless, frigid song. 

The ceaseless echo of the rhymmg throng, 

VTiose labour’d lines, in chilhng numbers flow'. 

To paint a pang the author ne’er can know ' 

The artless Helicon, I boast, is youth , — 

My LjTe, the Heart — my Muse, the simple Truth 
Far be’t from me the " virgin’s mind ” to “ tamt ” 
Seduction’s dread is here no slight restramt 
The maid w hose viigm breast is void of gmle, 

YTiose wishes dimple m a modest smile, 

1 (he hecJlcu and canii — [P on Ofeastonf J 

n //// soU error — [P or Occasteits ] 
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^^Tiose dotmcast e) e disdains the wanton leer, 

Firm in her vutne’s strength, ) et not sei ere , 

She, whom a conscious grace shall thus refine, 

■^Mll ne’er be “ tainted ” by a strain of mine. 

But, for the nymph whose premature desires 
Torment her bosom with unholy fires, 

No net to snare her willing heart is spread , 

She would have fallen, though she ne’er had read- 
For me, I fain would please the chosen few, 

AMiose souls, to feehng and to nature true, 
lA’ill spare the childish verse, and not destroy 
The light efiusions of a heedless boy.*" 

I seek not gloiy finm the senseless crowd , 

Of fanaed laurels, I shall ne’er be proud , 

Their warmest plaudits I would scarcel} prize, 

Their sneers or censures, I alike despise 

-McrrrrTjr 26, 1S36 

ELEGY ON NEW’STEAD ABBEY-* 

“ It IS the voice of years, that are gone ' they roll before me, with 
all their deeds ” — Ossiax 

I 

Newstead > fast-fallmg, once-resplendent dome ' 
Religion’s shrme ' repentant Hesrws " pnde ! 

• hfr/ platens cf cr- crenevs Ir- — [ P cn Occasions 1 

11 Hour, cf Idler ess 

I As one poem on this subject is already printed, the 
author had, ongmallj no mtention of inserting the following 
It IS now added at the pardctilar request of some friends 

2. Henrj II founded Newstead soon after the murder of 
Thomas k Becket. 
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Of Wamors, Monks, and Dames the cloister’d tomb, 
Whose pensive shades around thy rums ghde. 


2. 

Had to thy pile • more honour’d in thy fall. 

Than modem mansions, in their pillar’d state , 
Proudly majestic froums thy vaulted hall, 

Scowling defiance on the blasts of fate 

3 

No mail-clad Serfs,* obedient to their Lord, 

In gnm array, the crimson cross * demand , 

Or gay assemble round the festive board. 

Then: chiefs retamers, an immortal band 

4 

Else might inspiring Fancy’s magic eye 

Retrace their progress, through the lapse of time , 
Markmg each ardent youth, ordam’d to die, 

A votive pilgnm, in Judea’s clime 

5 

But not from thee, dark pile 1 departs the Chief, 

His feudal realm m other regions lay 
In thee the i\ ounded conscience courts relief, 

Retinng from the gansh blaze of day 

1 This word is used by Walter Scott, m his poem, The 
Wild Huntsman, as synonymous with “ vassal ” 

2 The red cross was the badge of the Crusaders 
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Yes ! in th} gloomy cells and shades profound, 

The monk abjur’d a norld, he ne’er could •vieu ^ 

Or blood-stain’d Guilt repenting, solace found, 

Or Innocence, from stem Oppression, flew 

7 

A Monarch bade tliee from that \nld arise, 

MTiere Shemood's outlaws, once, were wont to prowl, 
And Superstition's cnmes, of vanous dyes, 

Sought shelter m the Priest’s protecting cowl 

S 

WTiere, now, the grass exhales a murky dew, 

The humid pall of life-exbnguish’d claj , 

In samted fame, the sacred Fathers grew, 

Nor raised their pious voices, but to pray 

9 

YTiere, now, the bats their wavenng wmgs extend. 
Soon as the gloammg * spreads her waning shade , '' 
The choir did, oft, their minghng vespers blend. 

Or matm onsons to Mar}^- paid 

1 Sooft cs the t~Lnh^ht a shade — 

[P Of V Oaasiotts} 

1 As “gloaming,'’ the Scottish word for tivihght, is far 
more poetical, and has been recommended by manj eminent 
literajy men, particularly by Dr hloore m his Letters to 
Bums, I ha^e \entured to use it on account of its harmon} 

2 The pnorj was dedicated to the Virgin — {Hours of 
Idleness ] 
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10 

Years roll on years , to ages, ages yield , 

Abbots to Abbots, in a line, succeed 
Religion’s charter, their protecting shield. 

Till royal sacrilege their doom decreed 

11 

One holy Henry rear’d the Gothic walls. 

And bade the pious inmates rest in peace , 

-Another Henry * the kind gift recalls, 

And hids devotion’s hallow’d echoes cease 

12 

Vain is each threat, or supphcating prayer , 

He drives them exiles from their blest abode, 

To roam a dreary world, m deep despair — 

No fnend, no home, no refuge, but their God " 

13 

Hark 1 how the hall, resounding to the stram, 

Shakes with the martial music’s novel dm 1 
The heralds of a wamor’s haughty reign. 

High crested banners wave thy walls inthm, 

1 At the dissolution of the monastenes, Henry VIII 
bestowed Newstead Abbey on Sir John Byron 

2 [Dunng the lifetime of Lord BjTon’s predecessor m the 
title there was found m the lake a large brass eagle, m the 
body of which were concealed a number of ancient deeds 
and documents This eagle is supposed to have been 
throivn into the lake by the retreating monks — Life, p 2, 
note. It is now a lectern in Southwell Minster] 
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14. 

Of changing senuneh the distant hum, 

The mirth of feasts, the clang of bunnsh’d arms, 
The braying trumpet, and the hoarser drum, 

Unite in concert with increas’d alarms 

15 

An abbey once, a regal fortress ’ now. 

Encircled by insulting rebel pow ers , 

War’s dread machines o’erhang th) thrcat’mng broii , 
And dart destruction, in sulphureous showers. 

16 

All I vain defence 1 tlie hostile traitor’s siege, 

Though oft repuls’d, by guile o’ercomes the brave, 
His thronging foes oppress the faithful Liege, 
Rebellion’s reeking standards o’er him wave 

I? 

Not unaveng’d the raging Baron }’ields , 

The blood of traitors smears the purple plain , 
Unconquer’d still, his falchion there he inelds, 

And days of glory, yet, for him remain 

18. 

Snll, m that hour, the warrior wash’d to strew 

Self-gather’d laurels on a self-sought grave , 

But Charles’ protecting genius hither flew, 

The monarch’s fnend, the monarch’s hope, to save 

I Neivstead sustained a considerable siege in the ivar 
between Charles I and his parliament 
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19 

TreBibbng, she snatch’d him^ from th’ unequal stnfe, 
In other fields the torrent to repel , 

For nobler combats, here, reserv’d his life, 

To lead the band, where godlike Falkland - fell 

20 

From thee, poor pile ' to lawless plunder given, 
While dymg groans their pamful reqmem sound, 
Far different mcense, now, ascends to Heaven, 

Such victims wallow on the gory ground 

21 

There many a pale and ruthless Robber’s corse, 
Hoisome and ghast, defiles thy sacred sod , 

O’er mmghng man, and horse commix’d mth horse. 
Corruption’s heap, the savage spoilers trod 


22 

Graves, long vnth rank and sighing weeds o’erspread. 
Ransack’d resign, perforce, their mortal mould 

From ruffian fangs, escape not e’en the dead. 

Racked from repose, in search for buned gold 

1 Lord BjTon and his brother Sir William held high 
commands in the ro}^! arm} The former was general-m- 
chief in Ireland, lieutenant of the Tower, and governor to 
James, Duke of York, afterwards the unhapp} James II , 
the latter had a pnncipal share m man} actions [lY/rtV 
{zrU, p 3^ MoA: l ] 

2 Lucius Car}j Lord Viscount Falkland, the most accom- 
plished man of his age, was killed at the Battle of Newbury, 
charging m the ranks of Lord B}Ton’s regiment of camh} 





Hcbh’d is ihc harji, u-i^tmns; ihu v.ir’s’^e 

ITie min'irol s {Xil>-iLtl haid rc’mcs in d jrth , 
No more hL stnkc'^ the qiiui.nn^'- dtords nith fire 
Or dngs the qlfrieb of the rr’rip! ureath.' 


\t length the -^teJ muri]ux"5, gorged p'e^T 
Reurt, tile cbmour o*" the figitt is oVr ; 
Sihence again resumes hi.r awful s'^ti} , 

And sable Horror guards die nassj door 

-5 

Here', Desolation holds her drear} court 
Wial satellites de'clare her dismal reign ’ 
Shnekuig their dirge, ill-omen’d birds resort. 

To flit their ngils, m the hoar} fane. 

=6 

Soon a new Mom’s restoring beams dispel 
The clouds of Anarch} from Bntam’s skiea 
The fierce Usurper seeks liis nalne hell, 

And Nature tnumphs, as the T}^!^ dies 


-I 

IVith storms she welcomes his expinng groans , 
AMurlwands, responsii e, greet his labouring breath , 

I cf !i t Icsrt’rj — [/> c~ I' s ] 
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Eartli shudders, as her caves receive his bones, 
Loathing ^ the offenng of so dark a death 

28 

The legal Ruler " now resumes the helm, 

He guides through gentle seas, the prou of state , 
Hope cheers, with u onted smiles, the peaceful realm, 
And heals the bleeding wounds of weaned Hate 

29 

The gloomy tenants, Newstead • of thy cells, 
Howling, resign their violated nest , '• 

Agam, the Master on his tenure dwells, 

Enjoy’d, from absence, with enraptured zest. 

30 

Vassals, within thy hospitable pale, 

Loudly carousmg, bless their Lord’s return , 
Culture, again, adorns the gladdening vale. 

And matrons, once lamenting, cease to mourn 


31 - 

A thousand songs, on tuneful echo, float, 

Unwonted foliage mantles o’er the trees , 

1 HnnUng, forsake [P on V Oceastons] 

1 This IS an historical fact A violent tempest occurred 
immcdiatelj subsequent to the death or interment of 
Cromwell, which occasioned many disputes between his 
partisans and the cavaliers both interpreted the circum- 
stance into dmne interposition , but whether as approbation 
or condemnation, we leaie to the casuists of that age to 
decide I have made such use of the occurrence as suited 
the subject of my poem. 

2 Qiarles 11 
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jVnd, hark ' the horns proclaim a mclloiv note, 

The hunters’ ct^ Iiangs Icngthenmg^ on the breeze 


Beneath their coursers’ hoofs the vallej-s shake, 

^\■bat fears ' irhat nriMous hopes 1 attend tlie chase ' 

The dying stag seeks refuge in the lake , 

Exulting shouts announct, the finish’d race. 

oo 

Ah happ) dajs ’ too Inppj to endure I 

Such simple sports our plam forefathers kneir . 

No splendid vices glitter’d to allure 
Their jo}s were many, as their cares were few 

34 

From these descendmg, Sons to Sires succeed 
Time steals along, and Death upreats his dart , 

Another Chief impels the foammg steed. 

Another Crowd pursue the pantmg hart 

35 

Newstead ' what saddening change of scene is thine ' 
Thj jxiwTung arch betokens slow decaj , 

The last and } oungest of a noble Ime, 

Now holds thy mouldermg turrets m his swa) 

36 

Deserted now, he scans thy giaj worn towers , 

Thy vaults, where dead of feudal ages sleep , 
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Thy cloisters, pervious to the wintry showers , 

These, these he views, and views them but to weep 

37 

Yet are his tears no emblem of regret 
Chensh’d Affection only bids them flow , 

Pnde, Hope, and Love, forbid him to forget, 

But warm his bosom, with impassion’d glow 

38. 

Yet he prefers thee, to the gilded domes,' 

Or gewgaw grottos, of the vainly great , 

Yet Imgers ’mid thy damp and mossy tombs. 

Nor breathes a murmur ’gamst the will of Fate 

39 

Haply thy sun, emergmg, yet, may shine, 

Thee to irradiate ivith mendian ray , 

Hours, splendid as the past, may still be thme, 

And bless thy future, as thy former day ' 


I 


Fortune may snule ufon a future line. 

And heaven restore an ever-elpiidless day — 

[P on V Occasions 
/fours of Idleness ] 


I [An indication of BjTon’s feelings towards Newstead in 
his younger days mil be found in his letter to his mother of 
March 6, 1809] 
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TO GEORGE, EARL DELAWARR'- 

I 

Oh ' yes, I ^\^I1 own we were dear to each other, 

The fnendships of childhood, though fleeting, are true, 
The love •which j ou felt was the love of a brother, 

Nor less the affection I chensh’d for you 


But Fnendship can vary her gentle dominion , 

The attachment of years, in a moment expures 
Like Love, too, she moves on a swaft-waving pmion, 
But glow s not, like Love, with unquenchable fires 

3 

Full oft have wn wander’d through Ida together, 

And blest were the scenes of our youth, I allow 
In the spring of our life, how serene is the weather ' 
But \Vmter’s rude tempests are gathenng now 

4 - 

No more with Affection shall Memory blendmg, 

The wonted dehghts of our childhood retrace 
^^^len Pnde steels the bosom, the heart is unbending, 
And w'hat would be Justice appears a disgrace 

1 7 0 \Hotirs of Idleness 

Poems O and Translated ] 
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5. 

However, dear George, for I still must esteem you — ’• 
The few, whom I love, I^can never upbraid, 

The chance, which has lost, may m future redeem you, 
Repentance wall cancel the vow you have made 

6 . 

I will not complain, and though chill’d is affecbon, 

With me no corroding resentment shall live 
My bosom is calm’d by the simple reflection. 

That both may be wrong, and that both should forgive 


7. 

You knew, that my soul, that my heart, my e\istence, 

If danger demanded, were w'holly your own , 

You knew me unalter’d, by years or by distance, 
Devoted to love and to fnendship alone 

8 

You knew', — but aw'ay wath the vam retrospection > 

The bond of afiection no longer endures , 

Too late you may droop o’er the fond recollection, 

And sigh for tlie fnend, who ivas formerly yours 

I IJmor cr, dear S \Hcnirs of Idlatess 

Poems O and Trans/ateii ] 
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9 

For the present, part, — I \nll hope not for ever,^ 

For time and regret restore you at last • 

To forget our dissension i\e both should endeavour, 

I ask no atonement, but da) s like the post 


DAJL-ETAS - 

In lau an infant,* and in years a bo) , 

In mind a slave to ever)' vicious jo) > 

From ever) sense of shame and virtue v\ can’d, 

In lies an adept, in deceit a fiend , 

Vers’d m hypoens)', uhilc yet a child, 

Fickle as uind, of inclinations m ild , 

Woman his dupe, his heedless fnend a tool , 

Old m tlie u orld, though scarce!) broke from school , 
Dammtas ran through all the maze of sin, 

And found the goal, when others just begin 

I [See BjTon’s Letter to Lord Qarc of Februarv 6, 1S07, 
referred to in noU e, p too ] 

1 [Moore appears to have regarded these Imcs as appljanS 
to B)Ton himself It is, ho«-ever, icr) imlikclj that, inth 
all his passion for painting himself in the darkest colours, 
he would hai e MTitten himself down “ a h>’pocnte ” Dam'etas 
1^ probabl) , a satincal sketch of a fnend or acquaintance. 
(Compare the solemn denunciation of Lord Falkland m 
English Bards, and Scotch Reviewers, lines 66S-6S6 )j 

3 In Ian, ever) person is an infant who has not attained 
the age of tvv ent) -one. 
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Ev’n stJl conflicting passions shake his soul, 

And bid bun dram the dregs of Pleasure’s bowl , 
But, pall’d mth vice, he breaks his former cham. 
And what was once his bliss appears his bane 


TO MARION 1 

Marion 1 why tliat pensive brow ? '• 

AVhat disgust to hfe hast thou ? 

Change that discontented air , 

Frowns become not one so fair 
’Tis not Love disturbs thy rest. 

Love’s a stranger to thy breast 
in dimplmg smiles, appears, 

Or mourns in sv'eetly tirmd tears , 

Or bends the langiud eyehd down, 

But shttm the cold forbiddmg/rraw 
Then resume thy former fire. 

Some will love^ and all admire ! 

AVhile that icy aspect chills us, 

Nought but cool IndifPrence thrills us 
Would’st thou wand’nng hearts beguile. 

Smile, at least, or seem to smik , 

1 JTamet — [iJAS" Nexvztcad ] 

I [The MS of this Poem is preserved at Newstead 
“This was to Harriet Maltb>, afterwards Mrs Nichols, 
ivntten upon her meeting Bj-ron, and, “being cold, stlent, 
and reserved to him, bj the advice of a Lady mth whom she 
was stajnng , quite foreign to her tisiial manner, which was 
gay, luely, and full of fl^irtation” — Note by Miss E PigoL 
(Sec p 130, \ar 11 )] 
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l‘,vf s l-l-e ihwc were never meant 
To hide their orbs m dark restraint^ 

Spite of all thou fain woiildst say, 

Still in truant beams the} pla} , 

Th} lips — but here my modest Muse 
Her impulse chaste must needs refuse . 

She blushes, curfsies, frowns , — in short She 
Dreads lest the Subject should transport me , 
‘Vnd fljang off, in searcli of Reason, 

Bnngs Prudence back in proper season 
All\ shall, therefore, say (whate’er'- 
I think, is neither here nor there,) 

Is, that such Itps, of looks endeanng, 

^^''ere form’d for better things than sneenug 
Of soothing compliments divested, 

Ad\ace at least’s disinterested , 

Such IS my artless song to thee. 

From all the floii of Flatt’rj' free , 

Counsel like mine is as a brother’s. 

My heart is gn en to some others , 

That IS to say, unskill’d to cozen. 

It shares itself among a dozen 


Manon, adieu ! oh, pr’ythee slight not 
This warning, though it may delight not. 
And, lest my precepts be displeasmg,'’’ 


Alt I shall thLrefor<. saj of tnese, 

( Thy pardott if my -ivrds displease) — [tilS 
4nd lest my pneepts bt found fault, by 
Those who apprerved the fro~vn of jif — It by ■ 


tCe-i’stead ] 

-[MS A'ru stead] 
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To those ^\ho think remonstrance teazmg, 

At once ni tell thee our opinion, 

Concerning Woman’s soft Donunion 
Howe’er \ie gaze, isith admiration. 

On eyes of blue or lips carnation , 

Howe’er the flow mg locks attract us, 

Hoae’er those beauties may distract us , 

Still fickle, we are prone to rove, 

These cannot fix our souls to love , 

It IS not too severe a stneture, 

To say they form a pretty picture , 

But would’st thou see the secret chain, 

"WTuch bmds us m your humble train, 

To hail you Queens of all Creation, 

Know , in a 7vord, 'its Animation 

B■VRO^, January 10, 1807 


OSCAR OF ALVA* 


I 

How sweetly shmes, through azure skies, 

The lamp of Heaven on Lora’s shore , 

IMiere Alva’s hoary turrets nse. 

And hear the dm of arms no more ' 

1 The catastrophe of this tale was suggested b> the stor^ 
of “ JeronjTno and Lorenzo,” in the first ^olu^le of Schiller’s 
Aimcutau, or the GhostScer It also bears some rt^em- 
blancc to a scene m the third act of Macbeth —{Dcr Getsicr- 
seher, Schiller’s IFcrhL (1S19), \ 97, ry] 
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But often has yon rolling moon, 

On Alva’s casques of silver play’d , 

And view’d, at midnight’s silent noon, 
Her chiefs m gleammg mail array’d 

3 

And, on the cnmson’d rocks beneath, 
Which scowl o’er ocean’s sullen flow. 

Pale in the scatter’d ranks of death. 

She saw the gaspmg wamor low , ' 

4 

■While many an eye, which ne’er again “• 
Could mark the nsmg orb of day. 

Turn’d feebly from the gory plain. 
Beheld in death her fadmg ray. 

5 

Once, to those eyes the lamp of Love, 
They blest her dear propitious light , 

But, now, she glimmer’d from above, 

A sad, funereal torch of night. 

6 

Faded is Alva’s noble race, 

And grey her touers are seen afar, 

No more her heroes urge the chase, 

Or roll the crimson tide of aar 

I she vtcu/d the gaspmg \_Hoiirs of Idleness ] 

II U'heii many an eye wluch nier again 

Could viciu [Hours of Idleness ] 
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But, who was last of Alva’s clan ? 

t 

Why grows the moss on Alva’s stone ? 

Her tow’ers resound no steps of man, 

They echo to the gale alone 

8 

And, when that gale is fierce and high, 

A sound IS heard in yonder hall , 

It nses hoarsely through the sky. 

And vibrates o’er the mould’nng wall 

9 

Yes, when the eddymg tempest sighs. 

It shakes the shield of Oscar brave , 

* But, there, no more his banners nse, 

No more his plumes of sable wave 

10 

Fair shone the sun on Oscar’s birth, 

IVhen Angus hail’d his eldest bom , 

The vassals round theu: chieftain’s hearth 
Crowd to applaud the happy mom 

11 

They feast upon the mountain deer, 

The Pibroch rais’d its piercing note,' 

To gladden more their Highland cheer, 

The strains in martial numbers float 

1 yt IS evident that Bjaron here confused the fubrodi, the 
air, wth the bagptfte, the mstniinent ] 
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12 

And they uho heard the war-notes wild, 
Hop’d that, one day, the Pihroch’s strain 
Should play before the Hero’s child, 

■\^Tule he should lead the Tartan tram 


13 - 

Another year is quickly past. 

And Angus hails another son , 

His natal day is like the last, 

Nor soon the jocund feast was done 

14 

Taught by their sire to bend the bow, 

On Alva’s dusky hills of ivmd, 

The hoys m childhood chas’d the roe, 
And left their hounds in speed behmd 

15 

But ere their j ears of youth are o’er, 
They mingle in the ranks of \iar , 

They hghtly nheel the bnght clajunore. 
And send the whistling arrow far 

16 

Dark w as the flow of Oscar’s hair, 

Wildly it stream’d along the gale , 

But Allan’s locks were bnght and fair, 
And pensive seem’d his cheek, and pale 
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17 

But Oscar own’d a hero’s soul, 

His dark eye shone through beams of truth , 
Allan had early leam’d controul, 

And smooth his words had been from youth 

18. 

Both, both were brave , the Saxon spear 
Was shiver’d oft beneath their steel , 

And Oscar’s bosom scorn’d to fear, 

But Oscar’s bosom knew to feel , 

19 

^^^llle Allan’s soul belied his form. 

Unworthy mth such charms to dwell 
Keen as tlie hghtnmg of the storm, 

On foes his deadly vengeance fell 

30 

From lugh Southannon’s distant tower 
Amved a young and noble dame , 

With Kenneth’s lands to form her dow'er, 
Glenalvon’s blue-eyed daughter came , 


21 

And Oscar claim’d the beauteous bnde, 
And Angus on his Oscar smil’d 
It soothed tlie father’s feudal pnde 
Thus to obtain Glenah on’s child 
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22 

Hark ! to the Pibroch’s pleasing note, 
Hark f to the swelling nuptial song, 
In joyous strains the voices float, 

And, still, the choral peal prolong 

23 

See how the Heroes’ blood-red plumes 
Assembled wave in Alva’s hall , 

Each youth his vaned plaid assumes. 
Attending on their chieftain’s call 

24 

It is not war their aid demands. 

The Pibroch plays the song of peace , 
To Oscar’s nuptials throng the bands 
Nor yet the sounds of pleasure cease 

25 

But where is Oscar ? sure ’tis late 
Is this a bndegroom’s ardent flame ^ 
I\Tnle throngmg guests and ladies umt, 
Nor Oscar nor his brother came 

26 

At length yoimg Allan jom’d the bnde, 

“ AVhy comes not Oscar ? ” Angus said 
“ Is he not here ? ” the Youth rephed , 

“ With me he rov'd not o’er the glade 
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27 

" Perchance, forgetful of the day, 

’Tis his to chase the bounding roe , 

Or Ocean’s waves prolong his stay , 

Yet, Oscar’s hark is seldom slow ” 

28 

“ Oh, no 1 ” the anguish’d Sire rejoin’d, 

“ Nor chase, nor wave, my Boy delay , 
Would he to Mora seem unkind ? 

Would aught to her impede his way ? 


29 

“ Oh, search, ye Chiefs ! oh, search around ! 

Allan, mth these, through Aha fly, 

Till Oscar, till my son is found. 

Haste, haste, nor dare attempt reply ” 

30 

All is confusion — through the vale. 

The name of Oscar hoarsely nngs. 

It rises on the murm’nng gale. 

Till night expands her dusky wmgs 

31 

It breaks the stillness of the mght. 

But echoes through her shades in vam , 

It sounds through mommg’s misty light, 

But Oscar comes not o’er the pkun. 


HOURS OF IDLEXESS 
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3 = 

Tliree da}'s, three sleepless nights the Chief 
For Oscar search’d each mountain care^ 
Then hope is lost, in boundless grief. 

His locks in grey-tom ringlets ware. 


33 * 

" Oscar • my son . — thou God of Heav’n, 
Restore the prop of sinking age ! 

Or, if that hope no more is given, 

Yield his assassin to my rage 

34 - 

“ Yes, on some desert rocky shore 
My Oscar’s whiten’d bones must lie 
Then grant, thou God ■ I ask no more. 
Ylth him his frantic Sire may die ’ 

55 

“ Yet. he mar hve, — away, despair • 

Be calm my soul ’ he yet may hve 
T arraign my fate, my voice forbear ' 

0 God ' my impious prayer foign e 

36 

“ iMiat, if he hve for me no more, 

1 sulk foigotten m the dust. 

The hope of .M va’s age is o’er • 

.-yas ' can pangs hke these be jest ? ’’ 
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37 

Thus did the hapless Parent mourn, 

Till Time, who soothes severest woe. 
Had bade serenity return, 

And made the tear-drop cease to flow 

38 

For, still, some latent hope surviv’d 
That Oscar might once more appear , 
His hope now droop’d and now revived, 
Till Time had told a tedious year 

39 

Days roll’d along, the orb of hght 
Agam had run his destined race 
No Oscar bless’d his father’s sight, 

And sorrow left a fainter trace 

40 

For youthful Allan still remain’d, 

And, now, his father’s only joy 
And Mora’s heart v as quickly gain’d. 

For beauty crown’d the fair-haiPd boy 

41 

She thought that Oscar lou was laid, 
And Allan’s face vris wondrous fair. 
If Oscar liVd, some other maid 

Had claim’d his faithless bosom’s care 
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42 

And Angus said, if one year more 
In fruitless hope was pass’d away, 

His fondest scruples should be o’er, 

And he would name their nuptial day 

43- 

Slow roll’d the moons, but blest at last 
Amv’d the dearly destin’d mom 
The year of anxious tremblmg past, 
■\Vhat smiles the lovers’ cheeks adorn 1 

44 

Hark to the Pibroch’s pleasmg note ! 

Hark to the swelhng nuptial song 1 
In joyous strams the voices float, 

And, still, the choral peal prolong 

45 

Agam the clan, m festive crov d, 

Throng through the gate of Alva’s hall , 
The sounds of mirth re-echo loud. 

And all their former joy recall 

46 

But who is he, iihose darken’d brow 
Glooms in the midst of general mirth ^ 
Before his eyes’ far fiercer glow 

The blue flames curdle o’er the hearth 
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Dark is the robe m luch iiTaps his form, 

And tall his plume of gory red , 

His voice IS like the nsmg storm, 

But light and trackless is his tread 

48 

'Tis noon of night, the pledge goes round, 
The bridegroom’s health is deeply quaffd , 
AVitli shouts the vaulted roofs resound, 

And all combine to hail the draught 

49 

Sudden the stranger-chief arose. 

And all the clamorous crowd are hush’d , 
And Angus’ cheek mth wonder glows. 

And Mora’s tender bosom blush’d 

50 

“ Old man 1 ” he cned, “ this pledge is done, 
Thou saw’st ’twas truly drunk by me , 

It hail’d the nuptials of thy son 

Now will 1 claim a pledge from thee 

51 

“ IVhile all around is mirth and joy. 

To bless thy Allan’s happy lot, 

Say, hadst thou ne’er another boy ? 

Say, why should Oscar be forgot ? ” 
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“ Alas ' ’ the hapless Sire replied, 

The big tear starting as he spote, 

“ AMien Oscar left my hall, or died. 

This aged heart was almost broke 

5o- 

‘ Tniice has the earth revol\'’d her course 
Smce Oscar" s form has bless’d my sight 

And Allan is my last resource, 

Smce martial Oscar's death, or fiight"" 

54- 

‘ 'Tis 'w ell," replied the stranger stem 
And fierce!) fiashdhis rolhng eye. 

Thy Oscar" s fate, I fain would learn , 
Perhaps the Hero did not die. 

55- 

‘ Perchance, if those, whom most he lov” d, 
Would call, thy Oscar might return ; 

Perchance, the chief has only rov’d 
For him thy Beltane, yet. may bum '■ 

56 

' Fill high the bowl tne table round. 

We wfli not cl-irm tne pledge by stealth 

\Vith wine let eveiy cup be crown’d , 

Pledge me departed Oscar’s health. ’ 

I Bcitaae Tree, a Highland festival on the first of 
held near nres hghtea for the occasion 
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“ With all my soul," old Angus said, 

And fill’d his goblet to the bnm 
“ Here’s to my boy ! alive or dead, 

I ne’er shall find a son like him ’’ 

58 

“ Bravely, old man, this health has sped , 
But why does Allan trembling stand ? 
Come, dnnk remembrance of the dead, 
And raise thy cup mth firmer hand ’’ 

59 

The cnmson glow of Allan’s face 
Was turn’d at once to ghastly hue , 

The drops of death each other chace, 
Adown m agomzmg dew 

60 

Thnce did he raise the goblet high. 

And thnce his lips refused to taste , 

For thnce he caught the stranger’s eye 
On his with deadly fury plac’d 

61 

“ And IS it thus a brother hails 

A brother’s fond remembrance here ? 

If thus affection’s strength prevails, 
ll'hat might nc not expect from fear? ’’ 
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Roused by the sneer, he rais’d the bowl, 

“ Would Oscar now could share our mirth ' ” 
Internal fear appall’d his soul , *• 

He said, and dash’d the cup to earth 

63 

“ ’Tis he I I hear my murderer’s voice ! " 

Loud shneks a darkly gleaming Form 
“ A miudereFs voice < ” the roof replies, 

And deeply swells the burstmg storm 

64 

The tapers wink, the chieftains shrink. 

The stranger’s gone, — ^amidst the creu , 

A Form was seen, in tartan green. 

And tall the shade terrific grew 

65 

His waist vas bound ivith a broad belt round. 

His plume of sable stream’d on high , 

But his breast was bare, with the red wounds there, 
And fix’d was the glare of his glassy eye 

66 

And thnce he smd’d, with his eye so wild 
On Angus bendmg low the knee , 

And thnce he frown’d, on a Chief on the ground, 
ttTiom shivermg crowds with horror see 
1 Internal fears [Hctrs cf Idleness J 



OSCAR OF ALVA 


145 


67 

The bolts loud roll from pole to pole, 

And thunders through the wellan nng, 

And the gleamuig form, through the oust of the storm, 
Was home on high by the whirlwind's wing. 

68 

Cold was the feast, the revel ceas’d 
Who hes upon the stony floor ? 

Obhvion press’d old Angus’ breast,*- 
At length his hfe-pulse throbs once more 

69 

“ Away, away 1 let the leech essay 
To pour the light on Allan’s eyes ” 

His sand is done, — his race is run , 

Oh ! never more shall Allan nse I 

70 

But Oscar’s breast is cold as clay, 

His locks are lifted by the gale , 

And Allan’s barbhd arrow lay 

Wth him in dark Glentanar's vale 

71 

And whence the dreadful stranger came, 

Or who, no mortal wght can tell , 

But no one doubts the form of flame, 

For Alva’s sons knew Oscar w-ell 

1 Old Allots pm/, the earth 'mth his hreast — [/fours of Idleness ] 
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77 

\\Tiat minstrel grey, vrhat hoary bard, 

Shall Allan’s deeds on harp-strings raise ? 

The song is glory’s chief reward. 

But who can strike a murd’rer’s praise ? 

78 

Unstrung, imtouch’d, the harp must stand. 

No mmstrel dare the theme awake ; 

Guilt would benumb his palsied hand. 

His harp m shuddermg chords would break 

79 

No l}Te of fame, no hallow’d Terse, 

Shan sound his glones high m air 

A dying father’s bitter curse, 

A brother’s death-groan echoes there 


TRANSLATION FROM .ANACREON 

e^Xor \fyfw ’ArpttSat, r t X * 

ODE I 

TO HIS LTOE. 

I WISH to tune my qmi ering lyre,*- 
To deeds of fame, and notes of fire , 

1 I scu^it to tune {MS Xeues'cad ] 

[The motto does not appear in Hmers of Idlejuss or 
<xsO at d r.] 
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To echo, from its nsing swell, 

How heroes fought and nations fell, 

When Atreus’ sons advanc’d to war. 

Or Tyrian Cadmus rov’d afar, 

But still, to martial strains unknown. 

My lyre recurs to Love alone. 

Fir’d with the hope of future fame,‘' 

I seek some nobler Hero's name , 

The dymg chords are strung anew. 

To war, to war, my harp is due ; 

With glowmg strmgs, the Epic stram 

To Jove’s great son I raise agam , 

Alades and his glonous deeds. 

Beneath whose arm the Hydra bleeds , 

All, aU m vam , my TOyivard lyre 

Wakes silver notes of soft Desire 

Adieu, ye Chiefs renoivn’d in arms ' 

Adieu the clang of War’s alarms ! 

To other deeds my soul is strung. 

And sweeter notes shall now be sung , 

My harp shall all its powers reveal, 

To tell the tale my heart must feel , 

Love, Love alone, my lyre shall claim, 

In songs of bhss and sighs of flame 

The chords resumed a second strain. 

To yovds great son I strike again 

Alctdes and his glonous deeds, , , 

Beneath ivkose arm the Ifydra bleeds — [hfS Neiasttad \ 
The Trumpets blast with these accords 
To sound the clash of hostile sivords — 

Be mine the softer, siueetcr care , , 

To soothe the) oung and virgin Fair — [MS A^rctleaa ] 
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FROM ANACREON 

McffOPVKriots V06' Spcui, (C t A * 

ODE 3 

’Twas novr the hour when Night had dnven 
Her car half round yon sable heaven , 

Bootes, only, seem’d to roll *• 

His Arche charge around the Pole , 

^ATiile mortals, lost m gentle sleep. 

Forgot to smile, or ceas’d to weep 
At this lone hour the Paphian boy, 

Descendmg from the realms of joy, 

Qmck to my gate directs his course. 

And knocks with all his little force , 

My visions fled, alarm’d I rose, — 

“ AAfliat stranger breaks my blest repose ? ” 

“ Alas 1 ” replies the wily child 
In faltermg accents sii eetly rmld , 

“ A hapless Infant here I roam. 

Far from my dear maternal home 
Oh ! shield me from the wintry bbst ' 

The mghtly storm is pounng fast 
No prowhng robber hngers here , 

A wandenng babj a ho can fear ? ” 

I The Newstead MS inserts — 

A’e Mron :rs nher robe ".ar ster 
^cn c trmbbn^ star deltctai 

I [The motto does not appear in Hours of Idleness or 
Poems O and 7'] 
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I heard Ins seeming artless tale,* 

I heard his sighs upon the gale 
My breast was never pity’s foe, 

But felt for all the bab/s woe. 

I drew the bar, and by the light 
Young Love, the infant, met my sight , 

His bow across his shoulders flung, 

And thence his fatal quiver hung 
(Ah 1 little did I think the dart 
Would rankle soon within my heart) 

With care I tend my weaty guest. 

His little fingers chill my breast , 

His glossy curls, his azure wmg, 

"Which droop with nightly showers, I iNTing , 
His shivenng hmbs the embers warm , 

And now reviving from the storm, 

Scarce had he felt his v onted glow, 

Than svaft he seized his slender bow ■ 

“ I fain nould know, my gentle host," 

He cned, “ if this its strength has lost , 

I Touched lutlh the seenutts artless tale 
Com^ssiort's tears o'er doubt prevail j 
Methought P vtezced him, cold and damp, 

I tnmmed ane"!) my dying lamp, 

Dreiv back the bar — and by the light 
A pinioned Infant met mr sight. 

His boiu across his shoulders slung. 

And hence a glided qutver hung, 
li'ith care I tend my -oear} guest. 

His shtvcnng hands by mine are pressed 

AT} hearth I load stnih embers 'uami 

To dry the deto drops of the storm 

Drenched by the ram of yonder sky 

The strings are 'leak — but let ns try — [MS Ac-tstean I 
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I fear, relax’d inth midnight dews, 

The stnngs their former aid refuse ” 

AVith poison tipt, his arrow flies, 

Deep in my tortur’d heart it lies 
Then loud the joyous Urchin laugh’d — 

“ My bow can still impel the shaft 
’Tis firmly fix’d, thy sighs reveal it , 

Say, courteous host, canst thou not feel it ? ” 


THE EPISODE OF NISUS AND EURYALUS' 

A PARAPHRASE FROM THE “ ^NEID,” LIB 9 

Nisus, the guardian of the portal, stood. 

Eager to gild his arms mth hostile blood , 

Well skill’d, in fight, the qmvenng lance to ivield. 
Or pour his arrows thro’ th’ embattled field 
From Ida tom, he left his sylvan cave,*- 
And sought a foreign home, a distant grave 


j Him Ida scut, a huitltr, n<nv no more. 

To combat Jots, upon a forogn shore. 

Near him, the loveliest of ttu Trojan band, 

Htdfatr Euryatus, hts comrade, stand , 

Fetu are the seasons of hts youthful Ufe, 

As jet a novtce tn the martial strife 
The Cods to him unwonted gifts impart, 

A femald s beauty, unth a hero’s heart — [F on F Occasions ] 
From Ida tom he left hts native grove. 

Through distant climes, and trackless seas to root — 

{Hours of Idleness J 

1 [Lines 1-18 Mere first published in P on V Occasions, 
under the title of “Fragment of a Translation from the 
9th Book of Virgil’s HSitcni”] 
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To tratch the movements of the Daimian host, 

^Mth him Eut} alus sustains the post 
No lovelier rmen adorn’d the ranks of Troy, 

And beardless bloom ) et grac d the gallant boy i 
Though few the seasons of his youthful life, 

As yet a nodce in the martial stnfe, 

’Twas his, with beaut}', Valours gifts to share — • 

A soul heroic, as his form was fair 

These bum ’v\'ith one pure flame of generous lo\ e 

In peace, m war, united still they move , 

Fnendship and dot} form their Joint reward 
.ind now, combm’d the} hold their nightly guard 

“ IVhat God,” exclaim’d the first, " mshls this fit®? 
Or, in itself a God, what great desire ? 

My lab’nng soul, with anxious thought oppress’d. 
Abhors this station of inglorious rest ; 

The love of fame with this can iD accord, 

Be’t mme to seek for glor}- with my sword 
See’st thou yon camp, with torches twinthng dun, 
AMiere drunken slumbers wrap each lazy hnib ? 

V'here confidence and ease the watch disdain, 

And drowsy Sflence holds her sable reign ? 

Then hear m} thought • — In deep and sullen goef 
Our troops and leaders mourn their absent chief 3° 

1 Atid rcrif camhidd. the massy gate they guard — 1 

[P aa V Occasunr \ 

they hold tre rightly guard — {/fours of Idler css J 



THE EPISODE OF NISUS AND EURYALUS 153 

Now could the gifts and promised pnze be thine, 

(The deed, the danger, and the fame be nune,) 

■*Were this decreed, beneath yon nsmg mound, 
Methinks^ an easy path, perchance, were found , 

Which past, I speed my way to Pallas’ walls. 

And lead ^neas from Evander’s halls ” 

With equal ardour fir’d, and warlike joy, 

His glowing fnend address’d the Dardan boy — 

“ These deeds, my Nisus, shalt thou dare alone? 

Must all the fame, tlie penl, be thme oivn ? 40 

Am I by thee despis’d, and left afar, 

As one unfit to share the toils of war ? 

Not thus his son the great Opheltes taught 
Not thus my sire in Argive combats fought , 

Not thus, when Ihon fell by heavenly hate, 

I track’d ^neas through the walks of fate 
Thou know’st my deeds, my breast devoid of fear, 

And hostile life-drops dim my gory spear 
Here is a soul with hope immortal bums. 

And bfe^ ignoble hfc, for Glory spurns '• 50 

Fame, fame is cheaply earn’d by fleetmg breath 
The price of honour, is the sleep of death.” 

Then Nisus — “ Calm thy bosom’s fond alarms "■ 
Thy heart beats fiercely to the dm of arms 

I Aiid Love, and Life alike the glory spumed — [Jl/S ILnostead ] 

II Then Nisus, "Ah, my fnend-^hy thus suspect 

Thy ^ outhjul breast admits of no defect ” — \MS Netuslead ] 
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More dear tliy worth, and valour llian my own, 

I swear by him, who fills Olympus’ throne ! 

So may I tnumph, as I speak the truth, 
vVnd clasp again the comrade of my youth ' 

But should I fall, — and he, who dares advance 
Through hostile legions, must abide by chance, — 
If some Rutuhan arm, with adverse blow, 

Should lay the fnend, who ever lov’d thee, Ion, 
Live thou — such beauties I would fam preserve 
Thy budding years a lengthen’d term deserve , 
'V^^len humbled in the dust, let some one be, 
AVhose gentle eyes ivill shed one tear for me , 
Whose manly arm may snatch me back by force. 
Or wealth redeem, from foes, my captive corse, 
Or, if my destiny these last deny. 

If, m the spoiler’s power, my ashes he , 

Thy pious care may raise a simple tomb. 

To mark thy love, and signahse my doom 
A\Tiy should thy doatmg wretched mother weep 
Her only boy, reclin’d in endless sleep ? 

AVho, for thy sake, the tempest’s fury har’d, 

\^Tio, for thy sake, war’s deadly peril shar’d. 

Who brav’d what woman never brav’d before, 

And left her native, for the Laban shore ” 

“ In vain you damp the ardour of my soul,” 
Rephed Euryalus , “ it scorns controul , 

Hence, let us haste ' ” — their brother guards arose, 
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Rous’d hy their call, nor court again repose , 

The pair, buoy’d up on Hope’s exulting wing, 

Their stations leave, and speed to seek the king 

Now, o’er the earth a solemn stillness ran, 

And lull'd alike the cares of brute and man , 

Save where the Dardan leaders, nightly, hold 
Alternate converse, and their plans unfold 
On one great pomt the council are agreed. 

An instant message to their prmce decreed , 90 

Each lean’d upon the lance he well could ivield, 
i\nd pois’d mth ezsy arm his ancient shield , 
fl'hen Nisus and his friend their leave request, 

To offer somethmg to their high behest 
With anxious tremors, yet unau-’d by fear,*- 
The faithful pair before the throne appear , 
lulus greets them , at his land command. 

The elder, first, address’d the hoary band 

“ With patience ” (thus Hyrtacides began) 

“Attend, nor judge, from youth, our humble plan too 

AfTiere yonder beacons half-expinng beam. 

Our slumbenng foes of future conquest dream,"- 

Nor heed that i\e a secret path have trac’d, 

Betu een the ocean and the portal plac’d , 

Beneath the covert of the blackenmg smoke, 

\\Tiose shade, securely, our design mil cloak ! 

1 Dranbhng -jnih atj^eticc not orvtd b) fear — [/l/iS- Nezostead ] 

11 77 r vatK Kiitiiltaits lost tn sltimber dreant — Kaostead ) 
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If } 0 U, ye Chiefs, and Fortune -nill alloii, 

We’ll bend our course to yonder mountain’s broii, 
^\Tiere Pallas toIIs, at distance, meet the sight. 
Seen o’er the glade, when not obscur’d by night i 
Then shall ^neas in his pnde return, 

'l\TuIe hostile matrons raise their offspnng’s urn , 
And Latian spoils, and purpled heaps of dead 
Shall mark the havoc of our Hero’s tread , 

Such is our purpose, not unknown the i\a}, 

'WTiere yonder torrent’s devious waters stray , 

Oft have we seen, when hunting by the stream, 

The distant spires above the valleys gleam ” 

Mature in )'ears, for sober wisdom fam'd, 

Movd by the speech, Alethes here e\claim’d, — i- 
“ Ye parent gods ' who rule the fate of Tro) , 

Still dwells the Dardan spirit in the bo} , 

YTcn minds, like these, in striplings thus yc raise, 
ours IS the godlike act, be yours tlic praise , 

In gallant jouth, m} fainting hopes rc\i\ e, 

/\nd Ihofi’s wonted glones still sunne” 

Then in his wirm embrace the bojs he press cl, 

And, quncnng, strain’d them to his age^d h^n --l 
With tears thi^buming cheek of eacli iedew’d , 

And, sobbing, \luis his first discourse renew’d — 
“WTiat gift, mjVoundynitn martnl pnre, s 
Can we be-stow, w hi^i'-ytji, niaj not desjiise ? \ 

Our Deities the first hest\boon hate gi'en — \ 
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Internal virtues are the gift of Heaven 
^^^lat poor reu^ards can bless your deeds on earth, 
©ouhtless aivait such young, exalted worth , 
jEneas and Ascanius shall combine 
To yield applause far, far surpassing mine ’’ 

lulus then — " By all the powers above ! 

By those Penates, who my country love ! 140 

By hoary Vesta’s sacred Fane, I swear, 

My hopes are all in you, ye generous pair ! 

Restore my father, to my grateful sight, 

And all my sorrows, yield to one dehght 
Nisus ! two silver goblets are thme own. 

Sav’d from Ansba’s stately domes o’erthrown , 

My sue secured them on that fatal day. 

Nor left such bowls an Atgive robber’s prey 
Two massy tnpods, also, shall be thme, 

Two talents polish’d from the ghttermg mine 150 
An anaent cup, which Tjnaan Dido gave, 

\Vhile yet our vessels press'd the Punic wave 
But when the hostile chiefs at length bow down, 

When great ^neas wears Hesperia’s crown, 

The casque, the buckler, and the fiery steed 
tATuch Tumus guides with more than mortal speed, 

Are thme, no envious lot shall then be cast, 

I pledge my word, irre\ ocably past 

Nay more, tw elve slaves, and twice six captiv e dames, 

To soothe th} softer hours with amorous flames, 160 
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-Vnd all the realms, A\hich now the Latins sway, 
The labours of to-night shall well repay 
But thou, my generous >outh, whose tender jears 
yVre near my own, whose w'orth my heart reveres. 
Henceforth, affection, sweetly thas begun, 

Shall join our bosoms and our souls in onCj 
Without thy aid, no glory shall be mine, 

Without thy dear adrace, no great design , 

Alike, through life, esteem’d, thou godlike boy, 

In war my bulwark, and in peace my joy ” 

To him Eurjalus — “ No day shall shame 
The rising glones which from this I claim 
Fortune may favour, or the skies ma> frown, 

But valour, spite of fate, obtains renown 
Yet, ere from hence our eager steps depart. 

One boon I beg, the nearest to my heart 
My mother, sprung from Pnam’s royal line. 

Like thine ennobled, hardly less dmne, 

Nor Troy nor king Acestes’ realms restrain 
Her feeble age from dangers of the main , 

Alone she came, all selfish fears above, *• 

A bnght example of maternal love 
Unknown, the secret enterprise I brave, 

I^t gnef should bend my parent to the grave , 
From this alone no fond adieus I seek. 

No faintmg mother’s bps have press’d my cheek, 

\Hoiirs of Idleness ] 


1 Hither she came 
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By gloomy Night and thy nght hand I vow, 

Her parting tears would shake my purpose now '• 

'Do thou, my pnnce, her failmg age sustam, 

In thee her much-lov’d child may hve agam , rgo 

Her dymg hours with pious conduct bless, 

Assist her wants, reheve her fond distress 

So dear a hope must all my soul enflame,“- 

To rise m glory, or to fall m fame ” 

Struck ^vlth a filial care so deeply felt, 

In tears at once the Trojan warriors melt , 

Faster than all, lulus’ eyes o’erflow ! 

Such love was his, and such had been his woe 

“ All thou hast ask’d, receive,” the Pnnce replied , 

“ Nor this alone, but many a gift beside 200 

To cheer thy mother’s years shall be my aim, 

Creusa’s^ style but wantmg to the dame , 

Fortune an adverse wayward course may run, 

But bless’d thy mother in so dear a son 

Now, by my life > — my Sire’s most sacred oath — 

To thee I pledge my full, my firmest troth. 

All the rewards which once to thee were vow’d, *“• 

If thou should’st fall, on her shall be bestow’d.” 

Thus spoke the weeping Pnnce, then forth to view 

A gleammg falchion from the sheath he drew, 210 

I Her falling tears [A/.V Neiostead ] 

II IVtth this assurance Fiiifs attempts are vain , 

Fearless I dare the foes of j onder flam — [AA? Nrasstead ] 
in That all thegifts'tvhichoncetotkee^i’erevcrwed — [JIfS sVewstead ] 

I The mother of lulus, lost on the night when Troy was 
taken 
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L>caon’s utmost skill had grac’d the steel, 

For fnends to envj' and for foes to feel 
A taM-ny hide, Uic Moorish lion’s spoil,’- 
Slam ’midst the forest in the hunter’s toil, 
Mnestheus to guard the elder j outh bestoii's,’'- 
And old Alclhes’ casque defends his broil's ; 

Arm’d, tliencc they go, nhile all th’ assembl’d train, 
To aid their cause, implore the gods in vain.’”' 

More than a bo)’, in insdom and in grace, 
lulus holds amidst the chiefs his place ^ 

His pra}er he sends, but iiliat can prayers aiail, 
Lost in the murmurs of the sighing gale?’’ 


The trench is pass’d, and favour’d by the night. 
Through sleeping foes, they a heel their a ary flight 
AVhen shall the sleep of many a foe be o’er ? 

Alas ' some slumber, who shall wake no more ' 
Chanots and bridles, mix’d ^\^lh anus, arc seen, 
And floinng flasks, and scatter’d troops between 
Bacchus and Mars, to rule the camp, combine , 

A mingled Chaos this of war and wine * 

“ Now,” cnes the first, “ for deeds of blood prepare, 
With me the conquest and the labour share 
Here hes our path , lest any hand anse, 


1 

11 

lU 


A ia-i^oiiy shit the funous lion's spoil — [j)/S A~e~i’stttiJ ] 
Mnestheus presented, and the Warrior's mask 
Alethes pave a doubly temped d casque — [MS N^rvsteaa J 
To plad their journey, follosu them in vain — [MS A’c'ostea i 
Dispersed and scattereil on the siphinp pah — [Af-d A'e^'tfta 


IV 
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Watch thoUj while many a dreammg chieftain dies , 

I’ll carve our passage, through the heedless foe, 

And clear thy road, with many a deadly blow " 

His whispenng accents then the youth repress’d, 

And pierced proud Rhamnes through his pantmg breast 
Stretch’d at his ease, th’, mcautious lung repos’d , 
Debauch, and not fatigue, his eyes had clos’d , 240 

To Tumus dear, a prophet and a pnnce. 

His omens more than augur’s skill evince , 

But he, who thus foretold the fate of all. 

Could not avert his oim untimely fall 
Next Remus’ armour-bearer, hapless, fell, 

And three unhappy slaves the carnage sn’ell , 

The chanoteer along his courser’s sides 
Expires, the steel his sevef d neck divides , 

And, last, his Lord is number’d ivith the dead 
Boundmg convulsive, flies the gaspmg head , 250 

From the sivol’n vems the blackenmg torrents pour , 
Stam’d IS the couch and earth with clottmg gore 
Young Lamyrus and Lamus next expire. 

And gay Serranus, fill’d with youthful fire , 

Half the long night m childish games was pass’d , *• 
Lull’d by the potent grape, he slept at last 
Ah 1 happier far, had he the mom survey’d. 

And, till Aurora’s daira, his skill display’d 

1 Ml' Baechus' fotettl draught ~Mgh'd domt at last 

Half the /eng night in childish games xi<as fast — [4/5 NcJistcad ] 
li disfortrve plafd — [ 4/5 Hewstead ] 
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In slaughter’ d folds, the keepers lost in sleep,* 
Hts hungry fangs a lion thus mat steep , 

Mid the sad flock, at dead of night he prorrls, 
With murder glutted, and m carnage rolls 
Insatiate still, through teeming herds he roams , “■ 
In seas of gore, the lordly t}-rant foams 


Nor less the other’s deadl} \engeance came. 

But falls on feeble crouds vathout a name. 

His mound unconscious Padus scarce can feel, 

Yet wakeful Rhmsus sees the threaterung steel 
His coward breast behind a jar he hides, 

-And vainly, m the weak defence confides, -7*^ 

Full m his heart, the falchion search’d his \ eins 
The reeking weapon bears alternate stains 
Through wine and blood, commmglmg as the) fioir. 
One feeble spmt seeks the shades below 
Now where Messapus dwelt the) bend their wa), 
MTiose fires emit a faint and trembhng ray , 

There, unconfin’d, behold each grazmg steed, 
Unwatch’d, unheeded, on the herbage feed ^ 

Brave Nisus here arrests his comrade’s arm 
Too flush’d with carnage, and wnth conquest warm 
“ Hence let us haste, the dangerous path is pass d. 


1 

u 

uu 


5 hurzer prut, the nuptr lull'd to slup 1 

frt slcu^hicr thus a Ly^s fan^ may r'cep — [ 

Tnrouph icarurp keras uKcheohed, ur^a, 1 

ffcidkss of aanpvr on // £ kar^pejoai — [.1/i' 1 
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Full foes enough, to-mght, have breath’d then last 
Soon uill the Day those Eastern clouds adom , 

Now let us speed, nor tempt the rising mom ” 

What silver arms, uith various art emboss’d, 

^^1lat bowls and mantles, in confusion toss’d. 

They leave regardless ! yet one glittering pnze 
Attracts the younger Hero’s wandenng e3"es , 

The gilded harness Rhamnes’ coursers felt, 

The gems which stud the monarch’s golden belt 290 
This from the pallid corse was quickly tom. 

Once by a line of fomier chieftams worn 
Th’ e.\ultmg boy the studded girdle wears, 

Messapus’ helm his head, in tnumph, bears , 

Then from the tents their cautious steps they bend. 

To seek the vale, w here safer paths a\tend 

Just at this hour, a band of Laban horse 
To Tumus’ camp pursue their desbn’d course 
AVhile the slow' foot their tardy march delay, 

'fhe kmghts, impabent, spur along the way 300 

Three hundred mail-clad men, by Volscens led, 

To Tumus with their master’s promise sped 
Now they approach the trench, and view the walls, 
^\^^en, on the left, a light reflecUon falls , 

The plunder’d helmet, through the waning night, 

Sheds forth a silver radiance, glancing bnght , 
Volscens, with queshon loud, the pair alarms — 
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“Stand, Stragglers ’ stand ' ■nh) earh thus in arms? 
From whence? to whom?” — He meets \ntli no rep^) . 
Trustmg the co\ert of the night, they fi} jio 

The thicket’s depth, with humed pace, they tread, 
^\TiiJe round the w ood the hostile squadron spread. 

With brakes entangled, scarce a path between, 
Drear}’ and dark appears the syhiin scene . 

Eur}’alus his hea\} spoils impede, 

The boughs and winding turns his steps mislead 
But Nisus scours along the forest’s mare, 

To where Latinus’ steeds in safet} graze, 

Then backward o’er the plam his e} es e-\tend 
On e\er}’ side the} seek his absent fnend 3 ~° 

“ O God ' m} bo} ,” he cnes, “ of me bereft,'- 
In what impending penis art thou left ' ' 

Listenmg he runs — above the waving trees. 

Tumultuous -v oices swell the passing breeze , 

The war-cry nses, thundermg hoofs around 

Wake the dark echoes of the trembhng ground 

Agam he turns — of footsteps hears the noise 

The sound elates — the sight his hope destroys 

The hapless boy a ruffian tram surround,^ 

lATiile lengthemng shades his wear}’ wa} confound 33 ° 

Him, with loud shouts, the funous knights pursue, 

1 oftkaher^t 

In a hat drrt pmls ts />,_> eroOer hft — [MS J 

u Tlai hzs Idd hey the rujr-ar- band fitrrc-jra . 

Entangled :tt She tutted Fareit yyntna — [W.S’ h.rvs — J 
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Struggling in •rain, a capti\e to the creii.'- 

l^Tiat can his friend ’gamst thronging numbers dare ? 

* Ah ' must he rush, his comrade’s fate to share ? 

■\^^lat force, -what aid, irhat stratagem essay. 

Back to redeem the Latian spoiler’s prey? 

His life a votive ransom nobly give. 

Or die with him, for whom he wish’d to hve ? 

Poismg with strength his hfted lance on high, 

On Luna’s orb he cast bis frenzied eye • — 340 

“ Goddess serene, transcendmg every star ' 

Queen of the sk} , vbose beams are seen afar ' 

By night Heaien owns thy suay, by day the grove, 
^\^len, as chaste Dian, here thou deign’st to rove , 

If e’er mj"self, or Sire, have sought to grace 
Thme altars, iMth the produce of the chase. 

Speed, speed my dart to pierce j on rauntmg crowd, 

To free my friend, and scatter far the proud ” 

Thus havmg said, the hissing dart he flung , 

Through parted shades the hurtling weapon sung, 350 
The thirstj point m Sulmo’s entrails lay. 

Transfix’d his heart, and stretch’d him on the cla} 

He sobs, he dies, — the troop in wild amaze, 
Unconsaous whence the death, with horror gaze 
^^^ule pale the} stare, thro’ Tagus’ temples n\en, 

A second shaft, with equal force is driven 
Fierce Volscens rolls aroimd his lowenng eyes , 

I At Ifrjt/- a caf'tzn ti.' thi hostile ere-o — [AAT sVezcsteoA ] 

II Tre GoJAess br'^ht trat.scero ugetvr} sta [jIAY Xe-csteaJ ] 
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Veil’d by the night, secure the Trojan hes^ 

Burning with wTath, he new ’d his soldiers fall 
“ Thou youth accurst, thy life shall paj for all ' ” 
Quick from the sheath his flaming glane he drew, 
And, ragmg, on the boy defenceless flew. 

Nisus, no more the blackening shade conceals, 

Forth, forth he starts, and all his love repeals , 
Aghast, confus’d, his fears to madness rise, 

And pour these accents, shneking as he flies, 

“ Me, me, — your vengeance hurl on me alone , 

Here sheathe the steel, my blood is all your own , 

Ye starry Spheres ! thou conscious Hea\ en f attest ' 
He could not — durst not — lo ' the gmle confest ' 37° 
All, all was mine, — his early fate suspend . 


1 A'o object meets them hit the earth ard shes 
ffe bums for tengeance, nsmg w hts 'orath — 
Then j on, acatrsed, thy life shall fay for both , 
Then from t/e sheath hts faming brand he dreco, 
And on the raging boj defenceless fezv 
A'isns no more the blackening shade conceals, 

Forth forth he rushed and all his Icr c ret cals 
Pale and confused Jus fear to madness gropes. 

And thus m aecatts mild he greets hts Poes 
‘‘ On me, on me, direct your impious steel. 

Let me and me alone j our vengeanee feel — 

Let not a stripling's blood ly Chiefs be spilt, 

Pe mine the Death, as mine 'oas all the guilt 
Py Heaven and Hell, the pmvers of £arth and Air 
Von guiltless stripling neither could nor dare 
Spare him, oh I spare by all the Gods aboz e, 

A hapless boj xohasc only emne Toas Lai'C ” 

He pray ed tn vain , the fierce assassin's s~vord 
Pierced the fair side, the snosvp bosom gored. 
Drooping to earth inclines his loz ely head. 

O'er hts fair airls, the purpling stream ts spread 
As some nveet lily, la the ploughshare broke 
Languid tn Death, sinks denun beneath the stro e , 
Or, as some poppy, bending unth the sho-^^, 

Gently dechnw^ fails a ^aantng ^ 
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He only lov’d, too v ell, bis hapless fnend 

Spare, spare, ye Chiefs ! from him your rage remove , 

’ His fault was friendship, all his crime aas love ” 

He pra/d m vam , the dark assassm’s sv\ ord 
Pierced the faur side, the snow}' bosom gor’d , 

Lowly to earth inclines his plume-dad crest, 

And sanguine torrents mantle o’er his breast 
As some young rose whose blossom scents the air, 
Langmd in death, e\pires beneath the share , 3 So 

Or crimson poppy, sinking with the shower, 

Declmmg gently, falls a fading flower. 

Thus, sweetly drooping, bends his lovely head, 

And hngenng Beauty hovers round the dead 

But fiery Nisus stems the battle’s tide, 

Revenge his leader, and Despair his guide , '• 

Volscens he seeks amidst the gathermg host, 

Volscens must soon appease his comrade’s ghost, 

Steel, flashing, pours on steel, foe crowds on foe , 

Rage nerves his arm. Fate gleams m ev er}' blow , 390 
In vain beneath unmimber’d wounds he bleeds. 

Nor w ounds, nor death, distracted Nisus heeds , 

In viewless circles wheel’d his falchion flies. 

Nor quits the hero’s grasp till Volscens dies , 

Deep in his throat its end the weapon found. 

The t}Tant’s soul fled groaning through tlie w ound 


I fits object — fA/A’ Nrostcad ] 

II Tie assasstti's soul — f AAV jVesostead ] 
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Thus Nisus all his fond affection prov’d — 

Dying, revenged the fate of him he lov’d , 

Then on his bosom sought his wonted place,' 

And death was heavenly, in his friend’s embrace ! 400 

Celestial pair 1 if aught my verse can claim, 

Wafted on Time’s broad pinion, yours is fame ! “■ 

Ages on ages shall your fate admue, 

No future day shall see your names expire, 

'While stands the Capitol, immortal dome • 

And vanquish’d millions hail their Empress, Rome ! 


TRANSLATION FROM THE “MEDEA” OF 
EURIPIDES [LI 627-660] 

"EpcDTfT uirip fiiy &yav, k t A ' 

I 

When fierce conflicting passions urge 
The breast, where love is wont to glow, 

WTiat mind can stem the stormy surge 
Which rolls the tide of human woe? 


1 Then cm hts breast he scrnghi hts ivotited place, j-i 

And Death was lovely ttt hts FnencTs embrace — [HfS dVewsc s 
u Ymirs are the fairest sureaths of estdless Fame — [hfS Netostea i 

I [The Greek heading does not appear in Hours of 
ness or Poems O and T ] 
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. The hope of praise, the dread of shame, 

Can rouse the tortur’d breast no more , 

The wild desu-e, the guilty flame. 

Absorbs each wish it felt before 

2 

But if affection gently thrills 
The soul, by purer dreams possest, 

’ The pleasmg balm of mortal ills 

In love can soothe the achmg breast 
If thus thou comest in disguise,'- 

Fair Venus 1 from thy native heaven, 

IVhat heart, unfeehng, would despise 
The sweetest boon the Gods have given ? 

3 

But, never from thy golden bow. 

May I beneath the shaft expure ! 

Vfliose creeping venom, sure and slov , 

Awakes an all-consummg fire 
Ye rackmg doubts ! ye jealous fears ' 

With others n-age mtemal war, 

Repentance 1 source of future tears, 

From me be ever distant far ! 

4 

May no distractmg thoughts destroy 
The holy calm of sacred love I 


1 // thus thou com'st ttt sou tie gjnse — \ffours of Idleness ] 
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May all tee roars be ronged v-'ta joy. 

"Whicb borer faitbftil hearts above ’ 

Fair Verrus ’ on thy myrtle shrine 
hlay I vita some fond lover sigh ' 

'IV nose heart ma} mingle pare nth mine. 

F.lth me to live, rvitb me to die! 

5 

ily natrire soii ' belord before, 

Xovr dearer, as my paaceftil home. 

Xe’er may I qmt tny rocky shore. 

A hapless banish’d ■mretch to roam ’ 

This very day, this % ery hoar, 

3Iay I resign this Sesting breath ' 

Xor quit my slent humble faorver . 

A doom, to me, far "'orse than death. 

6 

Have I not heard die evQe’s sign 
.\nG seen the esile’s silent tear 
Through distant cLmes condemn’d to fly, 

A pensive, veary mnderer here^ 

Ah ' hapless dame ’ * no sire bewails. 

Xo friend tay wretched fate deplores 
Xo kmdred voice witn rapture hails 
Thy steps mtam a stranger s doors 

I Mecea, who accompanied Jason to 
deserted by hi m for tne dangirter of Creon. king c . 

The chorus from which this is taken, cere addresses^^ij^-^ 
thcrcgh a cons'derab'e ITberty is taken with the 
expanding the idea, as also m some other pars 
translation. 
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Pensh the fiend 1 whose iron heart 
To fair affection’s truth unknown, 
Bids her he fondly lov’d depart, 
Unpitied, helpless, and alone , 

'\^^lo ne’er unlocks mth silver key,’ 

The milder treasures of his soul , 

Ma)' such a friend be far from me. 

And Ocean’s storms between us roll ! 


LACHIN Y GAIR 

I 

Away, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses ' 

In you let the minions of lu\ury rove , 

Restore me the rocks, where the snow-flake reposes, 
Though still they are sacred to freedom and love 
Yet, Caledonia, belov’d are thy mountains. 

Round tlieir white summits though elements u ar 


1 The original is KaBaplw avoi^avra wApSa ippeySp, literallj 
“ disclosing the bright key of the mind ” 

2 Lachtn y Gatr, or, as it is pronounced in the Erse, 
Loch na Gan , toners proudl) pre-eminent in the Northern 
Highlands, near Imercauld One of our modem tourists 
mentions it as the liighest mountain, perhaps, in Great 
Britain Be this as it maj , it is certainly one of the most 
sublime and picturesque amongst our “ Caledonian Alps ” 
Its appearance is of a dusk) hue, but the summit is the seat 
of eternal snon’S Near Lachm a Gair I spent some of the 
early part of my life, the recollection of nhicn has giaen birth 
to the following stanzas [Prefixed to the poem in Houn of 
fdlettcss and Poems O and T"] 
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Though cataracts foam ’stead of smooth-flowing fountains, 
I sigh for the valley of dark Loch na Garr, 

2 

Ah ' there my young footsteps m mfancy, wander’d 
My cap was the bonnet, my cloak w'as the plaid , ’ 

On chieftams, long pensh’d, my memory ponder’d, 

As daily I strode through the pine-cover’d glade , 

I sought not my home, till the day’s dying gloi 3 ' 

Gave place to the rays of the bnght polar star , 

For fancy was v-'hper’d, by traditional story. 

Disclos’d by the natives of dark Loch na Garr 

3 

“ Shades of the dead 1 have I not heard your voices 
Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale ? ” 

Surely, the soul of the hero rejoices, 

And ndes on the wand, o’er his own Highland vale I 
Round Loch na Garr, while the stormy mist gathers, 
Wmter presides in his cold icy car 
Clouds, there, encircle the forms of my Fathers , 

They dwell in the tempests of dark Loch na Garr 

4 

“ 111 starr’d,^ though brave, did no visions foreboding 
Tell you that fate had forsaken your cause ? ” 

I This word is erroneously pronounced 
pronunciation (accordmg to the Scotch) is shown y 

°'^°f^hiie here to my maternal ancestors, “ the Gordonh 
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Ah 1 were you destined to die at Culloden/ 

Victory croira’d not your fall with applause 
Still u ere you happy, in death’s earthy slumber, 

You rest with your clan, m the caves of Braemar , 
The Pibroch' resounds, to the piper’s loud number, 
Your deeds, on the echoes of dark Loch na Garr 


5 

Years have roll’d on, Loch na Garr, since I left you, 
Years must elapse, ere I tread you again 
Nature of verdure and flowers has bereft you, 

Yet shll are you dearer than Albion’s plain 
England I thy beauties are tame and domestic, 

To one who has rov’d on the mountains afar 
Oh 1 for the crags that are wild and majestic. 

The steep, frowning glones of dark Loch na Garr * 

many of whom fought for the unfortunate Pnnce Charles, 
better known bj the name of the Pretender This branch 
was nearlj allied bj blood, as well as attachment, to the 
Stuarts. George, the second Earl of Huntle>, marncd the 
Pnncess Annabella Stuart, daughter of James I of Scotland 
By her he left four sons the third, Sir William Gordon, 
1 have the honour to claim as one of my progenitors 

I Whether anj penshed m the Battle of Culloden, I am 
not certain , but, as many fell in the insurrection, I have 
used the name of the pnncipal action, pars pro toto " 
z A tract of the Highlands so called. There is also a 
Castle of Braemar 

3 n'hc Bagpipe . — Hours oj Idleness (See note, p 133 )] 
4. [The low of mountams to the last made Byron 

" Hail in each crag a fnend's familiar face. 

And Loch na Garr with Ida looked o’er Troj " 

T/te Island (1823), Canto II stanza xii ] 
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TO ROMANCE 

1 

Parent of golden dreams, Romance 1 
Auspicious Queen of childish joys, 

Who lead’st along, in airy dance, 

Thy votive tram of girls and boys , 

At length, m spells no longer bound, 

I break the fetters of my youth , 

No more I tread thy mystic round. 

But lea've thy realms for those of Truth 

2 

/\jid yet ’tis hard to qmt the dreams 
■WTiich haunt the unsuspicious soul, 
Where every nymph a goddess seems,’- 
■Whose eyes through rays immortal roll , 
WTule Fancy holds her boundless reign. 
And all assume a vaned hue , 

AVhen Virgins seem no longer vain. 

And even Woman’s smiles are true. 

3 

And must v e own thee, but a name. 

And from thy hall of clouds descend ? 


1 Where ery girl 


[MS MrM/eaii] 
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Nor find a Sylph ui every dame, 

A P)']ades ' in every fnend ? 

• But leave, at once, thy realms of air ' 

To mmgling bands of fairy elves , 

Confess that woman’s false as fair, 

And friends have feelmg for — themselves ^ 


4 

With shame, I own, I’ve felt thy sway , 
Repentant, now thy reign is o’er , 

No more thy precepts I obey, 

No more on fancied pmions soar , 
Fond fool 1 to love a sparkling eye, 

And think that eye to truth was dear , 
To trust a passmg wanton’s sigh, 

And melt beneath a ^vanton’s tear 1 


5 

Romance ! disgusted with deceit. 
Far from thy motley court I fly, 
\\Tiere Affectation holds her seat, 
And sickly Sensibihty , 


1 Siti gml at once thy realnu of air 
Thy rnnghng [MS Nnostcad ] 

I It IS hardly necessarj to add, that Pj lades ivas the 
companion of Orestes, and a partner in one of those 
fnendships which, wnth those of Achilles and Patroclus, 
Nisus and Euryalus, Damon and Pjahias, have been handed 
down to posterity as remarkable instances of attachments, 
which in all probabilitj nc\er existed be>ond the imagination 
of the poet, or the page of an historian, or modem noielist. 
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"WTiose Silly tears can never flow 
For any pangs excepting thine , 
turns aside from real woe, 

To steep in dew thy gaudy shnne 

6 

Now join with sable Sympath}', 

With cypress crown’d, array’d in weeds, 
‘\\Tio heaves with thee her simple sigh, 
^^^lose breast for every bosom bleeds , 
And call thy sylvan female choir, 

To mourn a Swam for ever gone, 

^^^lO once could glow with equal fire. 

But bends not now' before thy throne. 


7 

Ye genial Nymphs, whose ready tears *• 
On all occasions swiftlj' flow , 

YTiose bosoms heave with fancied fears, 
IWth fanaed flames and phrenzy glow 
Say, will you mourn my absent name, 
Apostate from your gentle tram ? 

An infant Bard, at least, may claim 
From you a sympathetic stram 

S 

Adieu, fond race I a long adieu ' 

The hour of fate is hovenng mgh , 


I AusJ^ncriJ PcrJs 
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E’en now the gulf appears in view, 

■\Vhere unlamented you must he ' 
Obhvion’s blackening lake is seen, 

Convuls’d by gales you cannot weather, 
"Where you, and eke your gentle queen, 
Alas ! must pensh altogether 


THE DEATH OF CALMAR AND ORLA ^ 

AN IMITATION OF MACPHERSON’S “ OSSIAN ” ^ 

Dear are the days of youth I Age dwells on their 
remembrance through the mist of time In the tinhght 
he recalls the sunny hours of mom He lifts his spear 
with trembling hand “ Not thus feebly did I raise the 
steel before ray fathers ' ” Past is the race of heroes ! 
But their fame nses on the harp , then souls nde on the 
w rags of the mnd , they hear the sound through the sighs 
of the storm, and rejoice in their hall of clouds Such 
IS Calmar The grey stone marks his narrow house 
He looks down from eddying tempests he rolls his 
form in the whirlmnd, and hovers on the blast of the 
mountain 

i Where ymt are doomed in death to he — [jIAS" eVemstead} 

I, [The MS IS preserved at Newstead.] 

2 It maybe necessary to observe, that the storj , though 
considerably varied m the catastrophe, is taken from “ Nisus 
and Eurj'alus,” of which episode a translation is already 
given in the present \ olume [see pp 15 1-168] 

VOL I 
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In Morven dwelt the Chief, a beam of war to Fingal 
His steps m the field were marked m blood Lochlm s 
sons had fled before his angry spear, *• but mild was die 
Calmar, soft was the flow of his yellow locks 
they streamed like the meteor of the raght No maid 
was the sigh of his soul his thoughts were given to 
fhendship, — to dark-haired Orla, destroyer of heroes' 
Equal were their swords m battle, but fierce was the 
pride of Orla — gentle alone to Calmar Together they 
dwelt m the cave of Oithona 

From Lochlm, SwVran bounded o’er the blue waves 
Enn’s sons fell beneath his might Fmgal roused his 
chiefs to combat The^r ships cover the ocean ' Their 
hosts throng on the green hills They come to the aid 
of Erm 

Night rose in clouds Darkness veils the armies 
the blazmg oaks gleam through the valley The sons 
of Lochlm slept their dreams were of blood. The) 
lift the spear m thought, and Fmgal flies Not so ^ 
Host of Morven To watch was the post of 
Calmar stood by his side Their spears were m ^ 
hands Fmgal called his chiefs they stood aroun^^ 
The kmg was m the midsL Grey were his locks, 
strong w^ the arm of the kmg Age withered not ^ 
powers “ Sons of Morven,” said the hero, “ 
we meet the foe But where is Cuthulhn, the s le 


1 

n 

ui 


TSOUS [AW 

•he fires gleam 
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Enn? He rests in the halls of Tura, he knows not 
of our coming. IVho will speed through Lochhn, to the 
hero, and call the chief to arms ? The path is by the 
swords of foes, but many are my heroes They are 
thunderbolts of war Speak, ye chiefs ! Who will anse?” 

“ Son of Trenmor 1 mme be the deed,” said dark- 
haired Orla, “ and mme alone tVhat is death to me ? 
I love the sleep of the mighty, but httle is the danger 
The sons of Lochhn dream I will seek car-bome 
Cuthulhn If I fall, raise the song of bards , and lay me 
by the stream of Lubar ” — “ And shalt thou fall alone ? ” 
said fair-haired Calmar “Wilt thou leave thy friend 
afar ? Chief of Oithona 1 not feeble is my arm in fight 
Could I see thee die, and not lift the spear ? No, Orla I 
ours has been the chase of the roebuck, and the feast of 
shells, ours be the path of danger ours has been the 
cave of Oithona, ours be the narrow dwelhng on the 
banks of Lubar ” — “ Calmar,” said the chief of Oithona, 
“ why should thy yellow locks be darkened m the dust 
of Erm? Let me fall alone My father duells m his 
hall of air he urll rejoice m his boy, but the blue-eyed 
Mora spreads the feast for her Son in Morven She 
listens to the steps of the hunter on the heath, and thinks 
it is the tread of Calmar Let her not say, ‘ Calmar has 
fallen by the steel of Lochlm he died with gloomy Orla, 
tlie chief of the dark brou ’ IWiy should tears dim the 
azure eye of Mora ? \\'hy should her voice curse Orla, 
the destroyer of Calmar ? Live Calmar ' Live to raise 
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niy stone of moss , In e to revenge me m the blood of 
Lochlin Jom the song of bards above my grave. 
Sweet will be the song of Death to Orla, from the voice 
of Calmar My ghost shall smile on the notes of Praise." 

Orla, said the son of Mora, “ could I raise the song 
of Death to my friend ? Could I give his fame to the 
wands? No, m}’- heart would speak in sighs faint and 
broken are tlie sounds of sorrow Orla ' our souls shall 
hear the song together One cloud shall be ours on 
high the bards wall mingle the names of Orla and 
Calmar ” 

They quit the circle of the Chiefs Their steps are 
to the Host of Lochhn The dying blaze of oak dim- 
twankles through the night The northern star points the 
path to Tura Swairan, the King, rests on his lonely hill 
Here the troops are mixed they frowai in sleep, their 
shields beneath their heads Their suords gleam, at 
distance m heaps The fires are faint, their embers fad 
in smoke All is hushed, but the gale sighs on the 
rocks above Lightly wheel the Heroes through the 
slumbering band. Half the journey is past, when 
Mathon, restmg on his shield, meets the eye of Orla 
It rolls m flame, and ghstens through the shade His 
spear is raised on high “ ^^^ly dost thou bend thy 
brow, chief of Oithona?” said fiur-haired Calmar “we 
are m the midst of foes Is this a time for delay? 

“ It IS a time for vengeance,” said Orla of the gloom} 
brow “ Mathon of Lochlm sleeps seest thou his 
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spear? Its point is dim mth the gore of my father 
The blood of Mathon shall reek on mme but shall I 
slay him sleepmg, Son of Mora? No ' he shall feel his 
\\ound my fame shall not soar on the blood of slumber 
Rise, Mathon, nse ! The Son of Conna calls , thy hfe 
IS his , rise to combat ” Mathon starts from sleep but 
did he nse alone? No the gathering Chiefs bound on 
the plam “ Fly ! Calmar, fly ! ’’ said dark-haired Orla 
“ Mathon is nune I shall die in joy but Lochhn 
crowds around Fly through the shade of night” Orla 
turns The helm of Mathon is cleft, his shield falls 
from his arm he shudders in his blood He rolls by 
the side of the blazmg oak Simmon sees him fall his 
UTath nses his weapon glitters on the head of Orla 
but a spear pierced his eye His bnun gushes through 
the wound, and foams on the spear of Calmar As roll 
the waves of the Ocean on two mighty barks of the 
North, so pour the men of Lochlm on the Chiefs As, 
breakmg the surge m foam, proudly steer the barks of 
tlie North, so nse the Chiefs of Morven on the scattered 
crests of Lochhn The dm of arms came to the ear of 
Fmgal. He strikes his shield , his sons throng around , 
the people pour along the heath Rjmo bounds m joy 
Ossian stalks in his arms Oscar shakes the spear The 
eagle wnng of Fillan floats on the wind Dreadful is 
the clang of death! many are the At^dows of Lochlm 
Morven prevails in its strength 

1 IfclrmiUcs ttt kts Mood I/e rolls cointilsivo ~[MS A iru.’stfad 
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Mom glimmers on the hills no living foe is seen , 
but the sleepers are many ; gnm they he on Enn. The 
breeze of Ocean lifts their locks , yet they do not awake 
The hawks scream above their prey 
IVliose yellow locks wave o’er the breast of a chief? 
Bnght as the gold of the stranger, they mingle with the 
dark hair of his friend ’Tis Calmar he lies on the 
bosom of Orla Theirs is one stream of blood Pierce 
IS the look of tlie gloomy Orla He breathes not , hut 
his eye is still a flame It glares m death unclosed 
His hand is grasped in Calraar’s , but Calmar hvcs ! he 
lives, though low “ Rise,” said the king, “ nse, son of 
Mora ’tis mine to heal tlie wounds of Heroes Qilmar 
may yet bound on the hills of Morven ” ‘ 

“ Never more shall Calmar chase Uie deer of Morven 
ivith Orla,” said the Hero “What w'ere the chase to 
me alone? Mflio would share the spoils of battle with 
Calmar ? Orla is at rest I Rough was thy soul, Orla ! 
yet soft to me as the dew of mom It glared on others 
m lightnmg to me a silver beam of night Bear my 
sword to blue-eyed Mora , let it hang in my empty hall 
It IS not pure from blood but it could not save Orla 
Lay me inth my fnend raise the song when I 
dark!” 

They are laid by the stream of Lubar Four gtey 
stones mark the dwelling of Orla and Calmar When 
Swaran was bound, our sails rose on the blue waves 
1 the mountain of Morven — [jI/5' Newstcad ] 
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The ^^lnds gave our barks to Morven — the bards 
raised the song 

^'\^^lat Form nses on the roar of clouds? 'Whose 
dark Ghost gleams on the red streams of tempests? 
His voice rolls on the thunder ’Tis Orla, the brown 
Chief of Oithona He was unmatched m war Peace 
to thy soul, Orla 1 thy fame will not pensh Nor thine, 
Calmar 1 Lovely wast thou, son of blue-eyed Mora , 
but not harmless was thy sword It hangs m thy cave 
The Ghosts of Lochlin shriek around its steel Hear 
thy praise, Calmar ' It dwells on the voice of the 
mighty Thy name shakes on the echoes of Morven 
Then raise thy fan locks, son of Mom Spread them on 
the arch of the nunbow, and smile through the tears of 
the storm ^ 

I I fear Laing’s late edition has completely overthrown 
c\ ery hope that Macpherson’s Ossian might prove the trans- 
lation of a senes of poems complete in themselves , but, 
vhile the imposture is discovered, the ment of the work 
rcmams undisputed^ though not without faults — particularly, 
in some parts, turgid and bombastic dichon — The present 
humble imitation wall be pardoned by tlie admirers of the 
onginal as an attempt, how'eier inferior, which ennces 
an attachment to their favounte author [Malcolm Laing 
(1762-1818) published, in 1802, a History of Scotland, etc , 
with a dissertation “on the supposed authenticity of Ossian’s 
Poems,” and, in 1S05, a work entitled The Poems of Osstan, 
etc., containing the Pocttcal Works of James Macpherson, 
Esq , tn Prose and Rhy me, with Azotes and Illustrations ] 
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TO EDWARD NOEL LONG, ESQ*^’ 

“ Xil ego contalenm jncnndo <^ns amico ” — HoR-^CE. 


Dear Long, m this sequester’d scene,'^ 
^\■hlle all around m slumber he, 

The JO30US da\s, which ours haie been 
Come rolhng fresh on Fanc3'’s eye : 
Thus, if, amidst the gathering storm, 
AMiile clouds the darken’d noon deform, 


Yon hea\ en assumes a i-aned glow, 

I hail the sk3-’s celestial bow, 

Y’hich spreads the sign of future peace. 

And bids the war of tempests cease 
Ah ' though the present bnngs but pain 
I think those da3^ ma3 come again • 

1 To E A E Esi —incurs of IdUr^s Eotms O cri T] 
u. Dear L [Hours of Idler as Peons O and T\ 

I [The MS of these verses is at Newstead. 
with Byron at Harrow, and was the onl> one ol 
mate friends who went np at the same tune as 
Cambndge, where both were noted for ^ in tl^- 

and diving Long entered the Guards, and se^ 
expedition to Copenhagen, He ivas drowned ear 
when on his wai to join the army m ’jugfct 



WTULC lu lilt *■1' ■■ii'-t r — r— a eooa, 

I had not the heart to complete it. He w« 
amiable bemg as rarel) remains long m this 
talent and accomplishments, too, to make -pdinn 

resretieE^-Diar^’, 1S21 , Lsfo,^ 3=- See aLco memoran 
p 31, col 11)] 
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Or if, in melancholy mood, 

Some lurking envious fear intrude,' 

To check my bosom’s fondest thought, 

And mterrupt the golden dream, 

I crush the fiend ivith mahce fraught. 

And, still, mdulge my wonted theme 
Although IV e ne’er agam can trace. 

In Granta’s vale, the pedanfs lore, 

Nor through the groves of Ida chase 
Our raptured visions, as before , 

Though Youth has flown on rosy pimon. 

And Manhood claims his stem doniimon, 

Age will not every hope destroy, 

But yield some hours of sober joy 

Yes, I will hope that Time’s broad wing 
Will shed aroimd some dews of spnng 
But, if his scythe must sweep the flowers 
^^^llch bloom among the fairy bow ers, 

AVhere smihng Youth dehghts to dw'ell. 

And hearts with early rapture swell , 

If frowning Age, with cold controul, 

Confines the current of the soul, 

Congeals the tear of Pity’s eye, 

Or checks the sympathetic sigh, 

Or hears, unmov’d, Misfortune’s groan 
And bids me feel for self alone , 

1 Seme dantis ctrmous — Newstead ] 
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On I maj in}' bosom ne\ er leain 
To soothe Its wonted heedless fiow , ~ 
S'nll, stD] desp^o the censor s'em 
Ent ne'er fcrr^et anodiers woe. 

Ycs. as yon imerr me in the dsys. 

O'er v-nich Remembnince yet delays,'" 
Still may I ro*. e nntniord, void 
.\rd even in a^e, at heart a child-" 


Thojga. now, on cin visio-o home. 

To yon m} son! is s tiH the same. 

Of: nas it been my fate to mojm,’' 

.\nd all ray fonaer joys are tame - 
Bat nsncc ! ye hoars of sab’e hne I 
Ycrar fro~ns are gone, my sorrows o er 
By ereiy bKss my childhood knew, 
m thlnV xipoa yonr snade ro more. 
Tims. Trhen the whirlwind s nme is past. 
And caves temr snZlen roar enclose,^ 
V'e heed no more tne ~Tatiy blast, 

'When Inn'd by zcpavr to repose. 
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Full often has my infant Muse, 

Attun’d to love her languid lyre. 

But, now, without a theme to choose, 

The strams m stolen sighs expire 
My ) outhftil n 3 'mphs, alas 1 are flown , 

E IS a wife, and C a mother, 

And Carohna sighs alone. 

And jMarj^’s giv'en to another , 

And Cora’s eye, which roll’d on me. 

Can now no more my love recall — 

In truth, dear Long, ’twas time to flee — 

For Cora’s eye utII shme on all 
And though the Sun, vnth genial ra}'s. 

His beams alike to all displays, 

And ever}- lad)'’s eye’s a sim. 

These last should be confin’d to one. 

The soul’s mendian don’t become her,*’^ 

%Miose Sun displa}’s a general summer ! 

Thus famt is ev er}' former flame. 

And Passion’s self is now a name , ^ 

As, when the ebbmg flames are low. 

The aid which once improv’d then hght. 

And bade them bum with fiercer glow. 

Now quenches all their sparks in night , 

//anv Hca~cu arefcrvn — [it/N jSc-eiUaJ 1 

In inti deer I, \Hintrs of Idlaicst Peems O and T ] 

Tkc ^’area really don't te-vine h'r — [ATN Aim '.nJ' ] 

•V’i) marc I Itr^cr on its nar e — [jlAS Hrvastccd ] 
eSna fasstm’s sd/ts Hi a name — {A/N Xeiostcad ] 
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TO A LADV- 


I. 

Oh 1 bad my Fate been jom’d witb tbine,' 

As once tbis pledge appear’d a token, 

These folbes bad not, then, been mine. 

For, then, my peace bad not been broken 

2 

To thee, these early faults I owe. 

To thee, the wise and old reproyrng 

They know my sms, but do not know 
'Twas fhine to brealc the bonds of lovmg 

3 

For once my soul, like thme, was pure, 

And all its rising fires could smother , 

But, now, thy vows no more endure, 

Bestow’d by thee upon another ’ 

I To \Hmirs of Jdletiess Poems O attd T ] 

I [These verses were addressed to Mrs Chaworth Musters 
Byron wote in 1822, “ Our meetings were stolen ones 
A gate leading from Mr Chaworth’s grounds to ^ose 
of my mother iras the place of our mtervieus The ardour 
was all on my side. I -was serious , she was volatile she 
liked me as a younger brother, and treated and laughed at 
me as a boy , she, howe\er, gave me her picture, and that 
was something to makeicrses upon Had I mamed her, 
perhaps, the nhole tenour of my life would have been 
different " — Medmn's Conversations, 1824, p Sr ] 
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9 

Yes, once the rural Scene was sweet, 

For Nature seem’d to smile before thee , 
And once my Breast abhorred deceit, — 

' For then it beat but to adore thee. 

10 

But, now, I seek for other joys — 

To thmk, would drive my soul to madness , 
In thoughtless throngs, and empty noise, 

I conquer half my Bosom’s sadness 

11 

Yet, even in these, a thought will steal, 

In spite of every vam endeavour , 

And fiends might pity what I feel — 

To knou that thou art lost for ever 


WHEN I ROVED A YOUNG HIGHLANDER' 

1 

■When I rov’d a young Highlander o’er the dark heath. 
And climb’d thy steep summit, oh Morven of snou 1 * 

1. Sart^ — IPtxms O and T] 

t Mon en, a loftj mountain in Aberdeenshire. “ Gorma 
of snow ” IS an c-vprcssion frcqucntl) to be found in Ossian 
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One linage, alone, on my bosom impress’d, 

I lov’d my bleak regions, nor panted for new , 

Atsd few were my wants, for my wishes were bless’d. 

And pure were my thoughts, for my soul was with you 


I arose with the dawn, with my dog as my gmde. 

From mountam to mountam I bounded along , 

I breasted^ the billows of Dee’s ^ rushmg tide. 

And heard at a distance the Highlander’s song 
At eve, on my heath-cover’d couch of repose, 

No dreams, save of Mary, were spread to my view , 
And u-arm to the skies my devotions arose. 

For the first of my prayers was a blessing on you 

4 

I left my bleak home, and ray visions are gone. 

The mountams are ■vanish’d, my youth is no more , 

As the last of my race, I must uather alone. 

And debght but in days, I have witness’d before 
Ah 1 splendour has rais'd, but embitter’d my lot , 

More dear w'ere the scenes which my infancy knew 
Though my hopes may have fail’d, yet they are not 
forgot, 

Though cold IS my heart, still it hngers with you 

1 “ Breasting the loftj surge ” (Shakespeare) 

2 The Dee is a beautiful nver, which nscs near Mar 
Lodge, and falls into the sea at New Aberdeen, 
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hours of idleness. 


^Vhen I see some K.n 

T tL L r , ^ Pomt Its crest to the skv 

I think of the rock^ 

-^N^eu 

WhenTfiapIjV'SG^u ^ '"'aving locks I behold, 

That faintly reseSii^^^ Mary’s m hue, 

I think on the long of gold, 

The locks that were sacre3V^'^ heau^, and you 


Yet the day may arrive, when the mountains once more 
Shall nse to my sight, in their mantles of snow, 

But while these soar above me, unchang’d as before, 
Will Mary be there to receive me? — ah, no ! 

Adieu, then, }'’e hills, where my childhood was bred 1 
Thou sueet flowing Dee, to thy waters adieu ! 

No home m the forest shall shelter my head, — 

Ah 1 Mary, what home could be mme, but with you? 


TO THE DUKE OF DORSET.^ 
Dorset ! whose early steps with mme have stray’d,'’’ 
Explonng every path of Ida's glade. 


1. To the Duke of D {^Pocmi O and T\ 

u. D — r — t [Poems O and T] 


1 Colbleen is a mountain near the verge of the Highland®/ 

not far from the rums of Dee Castle. jarf,nnal 

2 In looking o\er my papers to select a 
poems for this second edition, I found the aboi e lines, 
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■Whom, sbU, affection taught me to defend, 

And made me less a QTant than a fnend, 

‘Though the harsh custom of our youthful band 
Bade ihcc obey, and gave inc to command , ' 

Thee, on whose head a few short years will shower 
The gift of nches, and the pnde of power , 

E’en now’ a name illustnous is thme own, 

Ren own’d m rank, not far beneath the throne 10 

Yet, Dorset, let not this seduce thy soul '■ 

To shun fair science, or evade controiil , 

Though passu e tutors,- fearful to dispraise 
The titled child, whose future breath may raise. 

View ducal errors with indulgent eyes, 

•And wink at faults they tremble to chastise. 

1 Yet D — r — t [Poems 0 anti T} 

I had totally forgotten, composed m the summer of 1805, 
a short time previous to my departure from H[arrow] Thcj 
were addressed to a j oung schoolfellow of high rank, w ho 
had been m> frequent companion m some rambles through 
the neighbouring countr) however, he nei er saw the lines, 
and most probably ne\ er will As, on a re-perusal, I found 
them not w orse than some other pieces m the collection, I 
hai e now published them, for the first tune, after a slight 
Tension [The foregoing note was prefixed to the poem in 
Poems O anti T George John Frederick, 4th Duke of 
Dorset, bom 1793, was killed bj a fall from his horse when 
hunting, in 1815, while on a nsit to his step-father the Earl 
of YTiitworth, Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland (See Byron's 
letter to Moore, Feb 22, 1S15) ] 

1 At e\ery public school die junior bo^’s are completely 
subsement to the upper forms tiU they attain a seat m the 
higher classes. From this state of probation, aery properly, 
no rank is exempt , but after a certain penod, they command 
in turn those who succeed. 

2 Allow me to disclaim any personal allusions, c\-cn the 
most distant. I merely mention generally what is too often 
the weakness of preceptors 
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A\Tien }outhful parasites, who bend the knee 
To wealth, their golden idol, not to thee, — 

And even in simple bo) hood’s opening dawn • 

Some slaves are found to flatter and to fawn, — 

^Mien these declare, “ that pomp alone should wait 
On one by birth predestin’d to be great , 

That books were onl) meant for drudgmg fools, 

That gallant spmts scorn the common rules , ” 

Beheve them not, — they point the path to shame, 

And seek to blast the honours of thy name . 

Turn to the few in Ida’s early throng, 

'\\Tiose souls disdam not to condemn the wrong , 

Or if, amidst the comrades of thy } outh. 

None dare to raise the sterner voice of truth, 3° 
Ask thme own heart — ^'twill bid thee, boy, forbear ' 

For ic'e // 1 know that virtue lingers there. 

Yes ' I have mark’d thee many a passmg da} , 

But now new scenes mvite me far away , 

Yes I I have mark’d withm that generous mmd 
A soul, if well matur’d, to bless mankmd , 

Ah 1 though myself, by nature haughty, wild, 

^\^lom Indiscretion hail’d her fav ounte child , 

Though every error stamps me for her own, 

And dooms my fall, I fam would fall alone , 4° 

Though my proud heart no precept, now, can tame, 

I love the virtues which I cannot claim. 

’Tis not enough, with other sons of pow cr. 

To gleam the lambent meteor of an hour 
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To swell some peerage page in feeble pnde, 

With long-drawn names that grace no page beside , 
'Then share with titled crowds the common lot — 

In hfe just gaz’d at, in the grave forgot , 

AVhile nought divides thee from the vulgar dead, 

Except the dull cold stone that hides thy head, 50 
The mouldering ’scutcheon, or the Herald’s roll. 

That well-emblazon’d but neglected scroll. 

Where Lords, unhonour’d, in the tomb may find 
One spot, to leave a worthless name behmd 
There sleep, unnohc’d as the gloomy vaults 
That val their dust, their follies, and their faults, 

A race, with old annonal lists o’erspread, 

In records destin’d never to be read 
Fain would I view thee, with prophetic eyes, 

Exalted more among the good and wise , 60 

A glonous and a long career pursue. 

As first in Rank, the first in Talent too 
Spurn every vice, each little meanness shun , 

Not Fortune’s minion, but her noblest son 
Turn to the annals of a former day , 

Bright are the deeds thme earlier Sires display , 

One, though a courtier, lived a man of worth, 

And call’d, proud boast ! the British drama forth ' 

I. [“Thomas Sackville, Lord Buckhurst, was bomm 1527 
While a student of the Inner Temple, he wrote his tragedy 
of Gorboduc, which was played before Queen Elizabeth at 
Whitehall, m 1561 This tragedy, and his contnbution of 
the Induction and legend of the Duke of Buckingham to the 
Mtrrour for compose the poetical history of 
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Another new I not less rcnonn’d for IMt , 

Alike for courts and camps or senates fit . 7 ° 

Bold in the field, and favour'd by the Nine . 

In every splendid part ordain d to shine . 

Far, far disdnguisVd firom the glittering throng 
The pride of Pnnces, and the boast of Song ^ 

Such vere thy Fathers , thus presen e their name. 

Not heir to titles only, but to Fame. 

The hour dravrs nigh, a fen brief days niU close. 

To me, this httle scene of joys and vroes : 

Each knell of Time norr n-ams me to resign 
Shades nhere Hope, Peace, and Friendship all trere 
mme. So 

Hope, that could vary like the rainbotrs hue. 

And gild their pimons, as the moments flew , 

Peace, that reflection never frown’d away. 

By dreams of fll to cloud some future day 
Fnendship, whose truth let Childhood only tell 
Alas ' they love not long, who love so well 

SackvQIe. Tne rest of it was pobtical- In i 6 o 4 i h- 
created Earl of Dorset by James I He died Enddenb a. 
the council-table, in consequence of a drops' on the bniin- 
—Spu:nu-Ks cf the Er-iis^ Pcc/s, fcn Thomas CampbelL 
London, 1S19, n. 154. sg ] 

I Cbarfes Sackvflle, Earl of Dorset [1637-1706]. esteem^ 
the most accomplished man nf v^'as alike cLstingxiisbefl 

m the lo’uptuous court of Charles II and the gioomy one 
of \\ ill i am III He beha\"ed with great gallantr} m the 
sea-fight with the Dutch m 1665 , on the dav prerions to 
which he composed Ins celebrated song [' To all jCi " 

n/KD at LaM~\ His character ha^ been drawn m 
highest colonrs hr Dryden, Pope, Pnor, and Congrei-e. 1 
Anderson's Bnt^k Peris, 1793. vn 107, loS 
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To these adieu ! nor let me linger o’er 
Scenes hail’d, as exiles hail their native shore, 

Recedmg slowly, through the dark-blue deep. 

Beheld by e) es that mourn, )'et cannot weep 90 

Dorset, farewell ' I will not ask one part *• 

Of sad temembrance m so )-oung a heart , 

The commg morrow from thy youthful mind 
Will sweep my name, nor leave a trace behind 
And, yet, perhaps, m some maturer j ear, 

Smee chance has thrown us m the self-same sphere. 
Since the same senate, na} , the same debate, 

May one day claim our sufl&age for the state, 

We hence may meet, and pass each other by 

Wth famt r^ard, or cold and distant eye. roo 

For me, in fiitiue, neither fnend nor foe, 

A stranger to th}’self, thy weal or woe — 

AMth thee no more again I hope to trace 
The recollection of our carlj race , 

No more, as once, in social hours rejoice, 

Or hear, unless in crowds, thy well-known voice , 

Shll, if the wishes of a heart untaught 

To veil those feehngs, which, perchance, it ought, 

If these, — but let me cease the lengthen’d strain, — 

Oh 1 if these wishes are not breath'd in lain, i ro 
The Guardian Seraph w ho directs thy fate 
AWll leal e thee glonous, as he found thee great 

tSo5 

1 D — J — ‘Jamt'tll — [/Wms O erd T ] 
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TO THE EARL OF CLARE ‘- 

Tn semper amons 

Sis memorj et can comitis ne abscedat imago 

Vau Flag Argoraj!, iv 3° 

1 

Friend of my youth ! ivhen young vre roN'^d, 
Like striphngs, mutually belo%'’d, 

With Fnendship’s purest glow ; 

The bhss, which wing d those ro^ hours. 

Was such as Pleasure seldom shou ers 
On mortals here belou. 

2 

The recoUecnon seems, alone, 

Dearer than all the joj's I’ve knouii, 

MTien distant far from } ou 
Though pam, 'hs still a pleasmg pam. 

To trace those days and hours agam. 

And sigh agam, adieu ! 

3 

My pensive mem’r} hngers o’er, 

Those scenes to be enjoy’d no more, 

Those scenes regretted ever , 

The measure of our youth is full, 

Life’s evemng dream is dark and dull. 

And we may meet — ^ah ' ne\er ' 

u Tb Earl of \Pcmts O ard T ] 
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4 

As when one parent spring supphes 
Two streams, which from one fountam nse, 
Together join’d in vam , 

How soon, divergmg from their source, 
Each, miirmimng, sedcs another course. 

Till mingled in the Mam ' 

5 

Our vital streams of weal or woe, 

Though near, alas I distmctly flow. 

Nor mingle as before 
Now swift or slow, now black or clear, 

Till Death’s unfathom’d gulph appear, 

And both shall quit the shore 

6 

Our souls, my Fnend ' which once supplied 
One wish, nor breathed a thought beside. 
Non flow in different channels 
Disdaining humbler rural sports, 

'Tis yours to mix m polish'd courts, 

And shine in Fashion’s annals , 

7 

'Tis mine to waste on love my time, 

Or vent my revenes in rhyme, 

Without the aid of Reason , 



For Sense end Reason (critics knorr it* 

Have quitted ererj amorons Poet 
Xor left c thongnt to seixe on. 

S 

Poor LirTLS: ' srreet. melodlons bard ’ 

CF la'e esteem’d it monsmons hard 
Teat he. nrho sane before all : 

He Trao tne lore of lore eoqcnded. 

By dire Rerierrers sboald be branaed. 

As TCJtd cf Tsit and raoraL" 

9 

And yea wade Beauty’s prs-se is tfcine, 
Harmoaioas Sivcunte of tne Nine 
Repine not at thy lot. 

Tby so*otom^ lays raaj EtBi be read. 

When Persecution’s ana is cead. 

And crUcs are forgot 

ic 

Sail I must yield tnose wortiLes ment 
Who caasten. vrim cnspaiing spurt 

Bad rnymes. and those -too -vmte taem 

I. Tnsse staaras r-ere i it en soon after the 
cf a serere crracue tn a aonaera renere-.ca a nstr tjd 

of tae BnUsn .-tnacrecn. [B-vica refers to tne artrne ^ 
Ed^-csT^r f?<n-iaa, o*' Inty. tSen. on -EfzsEts <■ 
t .•'ciT- Pcerzs by Thoaias Lrttle. Else ~] 
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And though myself may be the next 
Bj cntic sarcasm to be ve\t, 

I really mil not fight them ^ 

11 

Perhaps they would do quite as w ell 
To break the rudely soundmg shell 
Of such a young begmner 
He who oflTends at perPruneteen, 

Ere thirty may become, I ween, 

A very harden’d smner 

12 

Now, Clare, I must return to you , *• 

Aud, sure, apologies are due 
Accept, then, my concession. 

In truth, dear Clare, m Fancy’s flight ‘'' 

I soar along from left to nght , 

^ly hluse adimres digression 

I think I said 'tivould be your fate 
To add one star to royal state , — 

May regal smiles attend you ' 

j A'cni' / mul — [/Iyoti <7 attd T ] 

II In truth dear in fancy V fight — [Paents 0 and T ] 

1 A bard [Moore] {Horrtsco refirens) defied his revieiv er 
[jefire}] to mortal combat. If this example becomes pre- 
valent, our Pcnodical Censors must be dipped m the m er 
Stj^v for V hat else can secure them from the numerous host 
of their enraged assailants ? [Cf Engltsh Bards, L 466, note ] 
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And should a noble Monarch reign, 

You mil not seek his smiles in vam, 

If north can recommend }ou 

14- 

Yet smce in danger courts abound, 

Where specious rivals ghtter round, 

From snares may Samts preserve you , 

And grant your love or friendship ne’er 
From an) claim a kindred care. 

But those n ho best deserve you 1 

15 

Not for a moment ma) ) 0 u stra> 

From Truth’s secure, unemng way ’ 

May no delights deco) ' 

O’er roses may ) our footsteps mov e, 

Your smiles be ever smiles of love, 

Your tears be tears of joy ' 

16 

Oh ' if )ou msh that happiness 
Your coming dajs and jears ma) bless, 

•\nd virtues crown your brow 
Be still as )ou were wont to be, 

Spotless as jou’vc been known to me, — 

Be still as )ou are now ‘ 

1 [ ‘ Of all I have ever known, Clare has alwajs been the 
least altered in evcrvthing from the excellent qualities -an 
kind affections which attached me to him so strong'' 
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17 

And though some tnfling share of praise, 

To cheer my last declining days, 

To me were doubly dear , 

Whilst blessmg your beloved name. 

I'd 7vcuve at once a Poet's fame, 

To prove a Prophet here 

1807 


I WOULD I WERE A CARELESS CHILD* 

I 

I WOULD I were a careless child. 

Still dw'ellmg in my Highland cave, 

Or roammg through the dusky mid. 

Or bounding o’er the dark blue wave , 

The cumbrous pomp of Saxon ^ pnde. 

Accords not mth the freeborn soul. 

Which loves the mountain's craggy side, 

And seeks the rocks where billows roll 

I Stanzas — \Faems O and T ] 

school I should hardly ha\e thought it possible for society 
(or the world, as it is called) to leave a being with so little of 
the leaven of bad passions I do not speak from personal 
ctpencnce only, but from all I have ever heard of him from 
others, dunng absence and distance .” — Detached noughts, 
Nov 5, 1831 , Lt/c, p S4a] 

I Sassenach, or Saxon, a Gaelic word, signilyung cither 
Lowland or English 
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2 

Fortune ! take back these cultur’d lands, 

Take back this name of splendid sound ! 

I hate the touch of servile hands, 

I hate the slaves that crmge around 
Place me among the rocks I love, 

IVhich sound to Ocean’s wildest roar , 

I ask but this — agam to rove 
Through scenes my youth hath knoivn before 


3- 

Few are my years, and yet I feel 
The World ivas ne’er design’d for me 
Ah 1 why do dark’nmg shades conceal 
The hour when man must cease to be ? 
Once I beheld a splendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss 
Truth ! — ^wherefore did thy hated beam 

Awake me to a world like this ? 

* 

4 

I lov’d — but those I lov’d are gone , 

Had fnends — my early fnends are fled 
How cheerless feels the heart alone, 

^Vhen all its former hopes are dead 1 
Though gay companions, o’er the bowl 
Dispel auhile the sense of ill , 

Though Pleasure stirs the maddening soul, 
The heart — the heart — is lonely still 



1 WOULD I WERE A CARELESS CHILD, 


207 


5 

How dull ! to hear the voice of those 
Whom Rank or Chance, whom Wealth or Power, 
Have made, though neither friends nor foes. 
Associates of the festive hour. 

Give me again a faithful few, 

In years and feehngs still the same, 

And I will fly the midnight crew, 

^Vhere boisflrous Joy is but a name 

6 

And Woman, lovely Woman 1 thou. 

My hope, my comforter, my all ! 

How cold must be my bosom now, 

When e'en thy smiles begm to pall ! 

"Without a sigh would I resign, 

This busy scene of splendid Woe, 

To make that calm contentment mine, 

Which Virtue knows, or seems to know 

7 

Fain would I fly the haunts of men ^ — 

I seek to shun, not hate mankmd , 

1 [Shyness iras a family charactensbc of the Byrons 
The poet continued in later years to ha\ e a horror of being 
observed by unaccustomed ej cs, and m the country would, 
if possible, a\oid meeting strangers on the road ] 
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My breast requires the sullen glen, 

Whose gloom may suit a darken’d mind 
Oh ! that to me the uings ivere given, 
Which hear the turtle to her nest ! 

Then would I cleave the vault of Heaven, 
To flee away, and be at resL^ 


LINES I^’RITTEN BENEATH AN ELM IN THE 
CHURCm’-ARD OF HARROW '•=' 

Spot of my youth ! whose hoary branches sigh. 
Swept by the breeze that fans thy cloudless sky , 
'\\’here now alone I muse, who oft have trod, 

"With those I loved, thy soft and verdant sod , 


I “And I 
then would I 


1 JUncs ‘orrtt'en letuatk an Elm 
In tlu 

Churchy ard of Harrow on the Hill , _ . 

September 2, 1807 — \Poms O ana -t J 

said, O that I had wings hte a 

flj awa} , and be at rest,” — Psahn Iv o 

\ crse also constitutes a part of the most beautiful antnem 
ourl^guage. 

2 [On the death of his daughter, Allegra, in -^P,^ 

BjTon sent her remains to be buned at Harrow, , 

he saj’s, m a letter to Murray, “ I once hoped to have 
my own” “There is,” he wrote. May 26, “a spot ^ “ 
churcbj’ard, near the footpath, on the brow of the hiU 
towards Windsor, and a tomb under a large tree ° 

the name of Pcachie, or Peache>), where I used to 
hours and hours when a bo> This was my favounte > 
but as I wish to erect a tablet to her memorj, the 0 ; 
had better be deposited in the church ” No 
howe\ cr, erected, and Allegra sleeps in her unmarkca gr 
inside the church, a few feet to the right of the entrance j 
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With those who, scatter’d far, perchance deplore, 

Like me, the happy scenes they knew before 
Oh 1 as I trace again thy winding hill, 

Mine eyes admire, my heart adores thee still, 

Thou drooping Elm 1 beneath whose boughs I lay. 
And frequent mus’d the twilight hours away , 

Where, as they once were wont, my limbs recline, 

But, ah I without the thoughts which then were mme 
How do thy branches, moanmg to the blast. 

Invite the bosom to recall the past, 

And seem to whisper, as they gently swell, 

“ Take, while thou canst, a Imgenng, last farewell 1 " 


^Vhen Fate shall chill, at length, this fever’d breast, 
And calm its cares and passions mto rest. 

Oft have I thought, ’tnould soothe my dying hour, — 
If aught may soothe, when Life resigns her power, — 
To know some humbler grave, some narrow cell, 
Would hide my bosom where it lov’d to dwell , 

With this fond dream, methinks ’twere sweet to die — 
And here it linger’d, here my heart might lie , 

Here might I sleep where all my hopes arose, 

Scene of ray youth, and couch of my repose , 

For ever stretch’d beneath this mantlmg shade, 
Press’d by the turf where once my childhood play’d , 
Wrapt by the soil that veils the spot I lov’d. 

Mix’d Mith the earth o’er which my footsteps mov’d , 

VOL. I p 
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Blest by the tongues that charm’d my youthful ear, 
Mourn’d by the few ray soul acknowledged here , 
Deplor’d by those m early days allied, 

And unremember’d by the world beside 

September 2 , 1807 


FRAGMENT. 

written shortly after the marruge of snss 
chaworth * 

I 

Hills of Annesley, Bleak and Barren, 

^Vhe^e my thoughtless Childhood stray’d, 
How the northern Tempests, narnng, 

Houl above thy tufted Shade ! 


I [Miss Chaworth was married to John Musters, Esq, 
August, 1805 The stanzas were first published m Moore 
Letters and Journals of Lord Byron, 1830, 1 56 (See, too, 
The Dream, sL 11 1 g ) J , o , o 

The original MS (which is m the possession t>f 
Chaworth Musters) formerly belonged to Miss E B 
according to whom they “were wntten by Lord B^on 
1804.” “We were reading Bums’ Farewell to Ayrshire— 

Scenes of woe and Scenes of pleasure 
Scenes that former thoughts reneiv 
Scenes of noe and scenes of pleasure 
Now a sad and last adieu, etc 

when he said, ‘ I like that metre , let me try it,’ and taking 
up a pencil, wrote those on the other side in an mstant 
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2 

Now no more, the Hours beguiling, 

Former favounte Haunts I see , 

Now no more my Mary smiling, 

Makes ye seem a Heaven to Me. 

1805 


REMEMBRANCE 

’Tis done ! — I saw it in my dreams 
No more with Hope the future beams , 

My days of happiness are few 
Chill’d by Misfortune’s wmtry blast, 

My daini of Life is overcast , 

Love, Hope, and Joy, alike adieu ' 

Would I could add Remembrance too ! 

1S06 [First published, 1832 ] 

read them to Moore, and at hts particular request I copied 
them for hun ” — E B Pigot, 1S59 

On the fl)-leaf of the same volume {Pociry of Robert 
Bunis,\o\ 11 Third Edition, 1802), containmg the Farrwr// 
to Ayrshire, BjTon ivrote in pencil the two stanzas “ Oh ' 
little lock of golden hue,” in 1S06 (ynde post, p 233) 

It ma> be noted that the i erses quoted, though mcluded 
until rccentlj among his poems, were not wntten bj Bums, 
but bt Richard Gall, who died in iSoi, aged 25 ] 
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TO A LADY 

WHO PRESENTED THE AUTHOR WITH THE YEVVKt BAND 
which bound her TRESSES, 

I 

This Band, which bound thy yellon hair 
Is mine, sweet girl ' thy pledge of love , 

It claims mj warmest, dearest care, 

Like rehcs left of saints aboi e. 

Oh ' I will wear it next my heart ; 

’Twill bmd my soul in bonds to thee 
From me agam ’twill ne’er depart, 

But-oningle m the grave with me 

3 

The dew I gather from thy hp 
Is not so dear to me as this , 

T/iaf I but for a moment sip 

And banquet on a transient bhss '■ 

This will recall each youthful scene. 

E’en when our hves are on the wane 
The leaves of Love wdl sUll he green 
Y’hen Memory bids them bud agam 

iSo6 [Fust published, 1832 1 
1 OTi a trarnert iSris — [.Ul? JVetcilicJ ] 
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TO A KNOT OF UNGENEROUS CRITICS' 

Rail on, Rail on, ye heartless crew 1 
My strains were never meant for you , 

Remorseless Rancour stiU reveal, 

And damn the verse you cannot feel 
Invoke those kindred passions’ aid, 

Whose baleful stmgs your breasts pervade , 

Crush, if you can, the hopes of youth, 

Tramplmg regardless on the Truth 
Truth’s Records you consult m vain, 

She will not blast her native stram , 

She will assist her votary’s cause. 

His mil at least be her applause, 

Your prayer the gentle Power mil spurn , 

To Fiction’s motley altar turn, 

RTio joyful in the fond address 
Her favoured worshippers will bless 
And lo 1 she holds a magic glass, 

MTiere Images reflected pass, 

I [From an autograph MS at Newstead, now for the first 
time pnntcd 

There can be little doubt that these verses were called 
forth b} the criticisms passed on the “ Fugitive Pieces ” by 
certain ladies of Southwell, concerning whom, Byron WTOte 
to Mr Pigot (Jan 13, 1807), on sending him an earlj copy 
of the Poems, “That unlucky poem to my poor Mary 
has been the cause of some animadversion from ladtcs in 
years I hav e not pnnted it in this collection m consequence 
of mj being pronounced a most profligate sinner, in short 
a '■ yotinc; Moort ''"—Life, p 41 ] 
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Bent on your knees the Boon receive — 
Tins vnll assist you to deceiv c — 

The glittering gift, was made for you, 
Now hold It up to public view , 

Lest enl unforeseen bebde, 

A INIask each canker'd brow shall hide, 
(Whilst Truth my sole desire is nigh. 
Prepared the danger to def} ,) 

“ There is the Maid’s pcrv'crtcd name, 

“ And there the Poet’s guilty Flame, 

“ Gloaming a deep phosphonc fire, 

“ Threatening — but ere it spreads, retire ' 
Says Truth “ Up Virgins, do not fear ! 

“ The Comet rolls its Influence here , 

“ ’Tis Scandal’s Mirror j ou perceive, 

“ These dazzhng Meteors but deceive — 

“ Approach and touch — Naj do not turn 
“ It blazes there, but mil not bum ” — 

At once the shivenng Mirror flies, 
Teeming no more with varnished Lies, 
The bafiled fnends of Ficbon start. 

Too late desinng to depart — 

Truth poising high Ithunel’s spear 
Bids ev ery Fiend unmask’d appear. 

The vizard tears from every face. 

And dooms them to a dire disgrace 
For e’er the} compass then escape, 

Each takes perforce a nabve shape — 



TO A KNOT OF UNGENEROUS CRITICS 
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The Leader of the wrathful Band, 

Behold a portly Female stand ! 

She raves, impelled by pnvate pique, 

This mean imjust revenge to seek , 

From vice to save this virtuous Age, 

Thus does she vent indecent rage ! 

■\Vhat child has she of promise fair, 

■\Vho claims a fostenng Mother’s care ? 
IVhose Innocence reqmres defence. 

Or forms at least a smooth pretence, 

Thus to disturb a harmless Boy, 

His humble hope, and peace annoy ? 

She need not fear the amorous rhyme. 
Love will not tempt her future tune, 

For her his wings have ceased to spread, 
No more he flutters round her head , 

Her day’s Mendian now is past, 

The clouds of Age her Sun o’ercast , 

To her the stram was never sent. 

For feehng Souls alone 'tvras meant — 
The verse she seized, unask’d, unbade, 
And damn’d, ere yet the whole was read ! 
Yes 1 for one smgle errmg verse, 
Pronounced an unrelentmg Curse , 

Yes I at a first and transient view, 
Condemned a heart she never knew — 
Can such a verdict then deade, 

WTiich spnngs from disappointed pnde ? 
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^^^thout a wondrous share of Wt, 

To judge is such a Matron fit? 

The rest of the censonous throng 
WTio to this zealous Band belong, 

To her a general homage paj, 

And right or wrong her wish obej 
AtTiy should I point my pen of steel 
To break “ suen flies upon tne wheel? 
TOth minds to Truth and Sense unknown. 
^^^lo dare not call their words their own 
Rail on, Rail on, je heartless Crew • 

Your Leader’s grand design pursue 
Secure behind her ample shield. 

Yours IS the harvest of the field. — 

M} path with thorns j ou cannot strew, 
Nay more, m> warmest thanks are due • 
\\’hen such as ) ou revile my Name, 

Bright beams the nsmg Sun of Fame, 
Chasmg the shades of emious night. 
Outshining ev ery cntic Light. — 

Such, such as you will serve to show 
Each radiant tint with higher glow 
Vain is the feeble cheerless toil, 

Your efforts on yourselves recoil. 

Then Glory still for me you raise. 

Yours is the Censure, mme the Praise. 
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SOLILOQUY OF A BARD IN THE COUNTRY > 

’Twas now the noon of night, and all was sUll, 

Except a hapless Rhymer and his quill 

In vain he calls each Muse m order down, 

Like other females, these will sometimes frown , 

He frets, he fumes, and ceasmg to invoke 

The Nme, in anguish’d accents thus he spoke 

Ah what avails it thus to waste my time, 

To roll in Epic, or to rave in Rhyme ? 

IVhat worth is some few partial readers’ praise, 

If ancient Virgms croakmg censttres raise? 

AVhere few attend, ’tis useless to indite , 

"Where few can read, ’tis folly sure to write , 

"Bhere none but girls and stnphngs dare admire, 

And Cntics nse in every country Squire — 

But yet this last my candid Muse admits, 

■When Peers are Poets, Squires may well be "Wits , 

AVhen schoolboys vent their amorous flames in verse. 

Matrons may sure their characters asperse , 

And if a little parson joins the tram, 

And echos back his Patron’s voice agam — 

Though not delighted, jet I must forgive. 

Parsons as veil as otlier folks must hve • — 

I [From an autograph MS at Newstead, now for the first 
time printed ] 



i8 


HOURS OF IDLENESS 


From rage he rails not, rather say from dread, 

He does not speak for Virtue, but for bread , 

And this Me know is in his Patron’s giving, 

For Parsons cannot eat without a Ltvttig. 

The Iklatron knows I lo\ e the Se^ too well, 

E\en unproioked aggression to repel 

VTiat though from pnvate pique her anger grew, 

And bade her blast a heart she never knew ? 

What though, she said, for one light heedless line, 
That Wilmofs ^ verse was far more pure than mme 
In wars like these, I neither fight nor fl}, 

MTien dames accuse ’ns bootless to deny , 

Her’s be the hanest of the martial field, 

I can’t attack, where Beauty forms the shield 
But when a pert Ph>'sician loudly cnes, 

\\Tio hunts for scandal, and who bves by lies, 

A walking register of daily news, 

Tram’d to mvent, and skilful to abuse — 

For arts like these at bounteous tables fed, 

A\Tien S condemns a book he nei er read 

Declanng with a coxcomb’s nahi e air. 

The moroTs shockmg, though the r/i^ mes are fair 
Ah I must he nse impumsh’d from the feast, 

Nor lash’d by vengeance mto truth at least ? 

Such lemty were more than Man’s indeed ! 

Those who condemn, should surely deign to read 

I Qohn Wilmot, Earl of Rochester (1647-168°) 
Poems were published m the j ear of his death.] 
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Yet must I spare — ^iior thus my pen degrade, 

I quite forgot that scandal ivas his trade. 

I^or food and raiment thus the coxcomb rails, 

For those who fear his physic, like his tales 
YTiy should his harmless censure seem offence ? 

Still let him eat, although at my expense. 

And join the herd to Sense and Truth unknoivn. 

Who dare not call their very thoughts their own. 

And share with these applause, a godlike bribe. 

In short, do anything, except prescribe — 

For though m garb of Galen he appears, 

His practice is not equal to his years 
Without improvement smee he first began, 

A young Physician, though an ancient Man — 

Now let me cease — Physician, Parson, Dame, 

Sbll urge your task, and if you can, defame 
The humble offenngs of my Muse destroy. 

And crush, oh 1 noble conquest 1 crush a Boy 
IVhat though some silly girls have lov’d the stram, 

And kindly bade me tune my Lyre agam , 

IVhat though some feeling, or some partial few. 

Nay, Men of Taste and Reputation too. 

Have deign’d to praise the firstlings of my Muse — 

If ym your sanction to the theme refuse. 

If you your great protection still withdraw, 

YTiose Praise is Glory, and uhose Voice is law 1 
Soon must I fall an unresistmg foe, 

A hapless victim yielding to the blow — 
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Thus Pope by Curl and Dennis ■n'as destroyed, 
Thus Gray and Mason yield to furious Loyd , ' 
From Diyden, Milboumc - tears the palm auay, 
And thus I fall, though meaner far than they 
As m the field of combat, side by side, 

A Fabius and some noble Roman died 

Dec 1806 


l’amiti6 est l’ amour sans AILES^ 

I 

Whv should my anxious breast repine. 

Because my youth is fled ? 

Days of dehght may still be mine , 

Afiechon is not dead. 

In tracing back the years of youth. 

One firm record, one lasting truth 
Celestial consolation brings , 

Bear it, ye breezes, to the seat, 

'Where first my heart responsive beat, — 

“ Fnendship is Love without his aongs ! ” 

1 [Robert Lloyd (1733-1764) The following lines occur 
m the first of two odes to Obscurity and Oblivion — parodi® 
of the odes of Gray and Mason — 

“ Heard je the din of modem rhymers bray ? 

It was cool M n and warm G J, 

Involv’d in tenfold smoke.”] 

2 [The Rev Luke Milboume (died 1720) pubhshed, m 
1698, his Azotes on Dry den's Vtrgtl, contammg a venomous 
attack on Dryden. They are alluded to m The Duna^) 
and also by Dr Johnson, who wrote {Life of Dryden), 
outrages seem to be the ebullitions of a mmd agitated ny 
stronger resentment than bad poetry can excite "[i 

3 [The MS IS preserved at Newstead ] 
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2 

Through few, but deeply chequer’d years, 
AVhat moments have been mine ! 

Now half obscured by clouds of tears, 

Now bnght in rays divine , 

Howe’er my future doom be cast, 

My soul, enraptured with the past, 

To one idea fondly clings. 

Friendship ! that thought is all thine own, 
Worth worlds of bhss, that thought alone — 
“ Fnendship is Love without his wmgs ! ” 

3 

Where yonder yew-trees lightly wave 
Then branches on the gale, 

Unheeded heaves a simple grave, 

Which tells the common tale , 

Round this unconsaous schoolboys stray, 
Till the dull knell of childish play 
From yonder studious mansion rings , 

But here, whene’er my footsteps move. 

My silent tears too plainly prove, 

“ Fnendship is Love without his wings 1 " 

4 - 

Oh, Love ! before thy glowing shnne. 

My early vows were paid , 

My hopes, my dreams, my heart was thine. 
But these are now decay’d , 



HOURS OF IDLENESS 


For thine are pinions lU^e the wind, 

No trace of thee remains behind, 
Except, alas ! thy jealous stings 
Away, an ay 1 delusive power, 

Thou shalt not haunt my comuig hour , 
Unless, indeed, without thy wangs. 


5 

Seat of my youth ' ^ thy distant spire 
Recalls each scene of joj , 

My bosom glows with former fire, — 

In mmd again a boy 
Thy grove of elms, thy verdant hill, 

Thy every path delights me sbll. 

Each flow’er a double fragrance flmgs , 
Again, as once, in converse gay, 

Elach dear associate seems to say, 

“ Fnendship is Love without his wings ' ” 


6 

My Lycus ! - wherefore dost thou weep? 
Thy fallmg tears restrain , 


2 [ixird Clare had written to Bjron, “ I think by 
letter that you are very much piqued with most 
friends, and, if I am not much mist^en, a [little "^“gars 

In one part you say, ‘ There is little or no jjoubt a few y 
or months will render pc *'*'S*<> coi/c— to each o ; 
as if we had never/ fhey are alluded to ^j. t,jne 
Indeed, Byron, yo’f^son, who wrote {Life doubt, at least 

I hope, you are o of a 

‘ hnent than bad poetry can exci-' 

/S is preserved at Newrstead ] 


/ 
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Affecbon for a brae may sleep, 

But, oh, ’bwll •wake again 
Think, think, my fnend, when ne\t we meet, 
Our long-wish’d mtemew, how sn eet ! 

From this my hope of rapbire springs , 
■\^^ule youthful hearts thus fondly swell, 
Absence, my fnend, can only tell, 

“ Fnendship is Love mthout his ivmgs ! ” 

7 

In one, and one alone deceiv’d. 

Did I my error mourn ? 

No — from oppressive bonds reliev’d, 

I left the ivTetch to scorn 
I turn’d to those my childhood knew, 

Wth feehngs warm, inth bosoms true, 

Twm’d ivith my heart’s according sbings , 
And till those vital chords shall break, 

For none but these my breast shall wake 
Fnendship, the power depnved of wmgs 1 

S 

Ye few ! my soul, my life is yours. 

My memory and my hope , 

Your worth a lasbng love msures. 

Unfetter’d in ite scope , 

From srao(ith deceit and terror sprung, 

With aspect fair and honey’d tongue, 
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Let Adulation wait on lungs , 

With joy elate, by snares beset. 

We, we, my friends, can ne’er forget, 

“ Fnendship is Love without his wings 1 ” 

9 

Fictions and dreams mspire the bard, 

■Who rolls the epic song , 

Fnendship and truth be my reward — 

To me no bays belong. 

If laurell’d Fame but dwells with hes. 

Me the enchantress ever flies, 

"Whose heart and not whose fancy sings , 
Simple and young, I dare not feign , 

Mme be the rude yet heartfelt strain, 

“ Fnendship is Love without his wings ! ” 

DKcmbcr 29, 1806 [First pabbshed, 183* 1 


THE PRAYER OF NATURE ^ 

I 

Father of Light ! great God of Heaven ' 
Heafst thou the accents of despair ? 
Can guilt like man’s be e’er forgiven ? 

Can vice atone for crimes by prayer ? 

I ^hese stanzas were first published in Moore’s 
and Jonmals of Lord Byron, if “ 
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Father of Light, on thee I call J 
Thou see’st my soul is dark mtnin , 
Thou, who const mark the sparrow's fall. 
Avert &oin me the death of sin 

5 

No shrine I seek, to sects unknown 
Oh, pomt to me the path of truth ! 
Thy dread Omiupotence I own , 

Spare, yet amend, the faults of } outh 


Let bigots rear a gloomy Cine, 

Let Superstition hail the pile. 

Let p-iests, to spread thdr sable reign, 
'\^^lh tales of mj'stic ntes beguile. 


Shall man confine his Makers sway 
To Gothic domes of mouldering stone ^ 

Thy temple is the face of da\ ; 

Earth, Ocean Heaven thj* boanoless throne. 

6 . 

Shall man condemn his race to Hell, 

Unless thej bend in pompons form ? 

Tell ns that all for one who fell. 

Must perish in the mingliiig storm ? 
r. Q 
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7. 

Shall each pretend to reach the skies, 

Yet doom his brother to evpire, 

Whose soul a different hope supplies, 

Or doctnnes less severe inspire? 

8 

Shall these, hy creeds they can't expound. 
Prepare a fancied bliss or m oc ? 

Shall reptiles, groveling on tlie ground. 
Their great Creator’s purpose knov\ ? 


9 

Shall those, who live for self alone,' 
Whose years float on in daily enme — 
Shall they, by Faith, for guilt atone. 

And live beyond the bounds of Time ? 


10 

Father ! no prophet’s law’s I seek, — 

Thy laws in Nature’s works appear , — 
I own myself corrupt and weak. 

Yet will I pra}, for tliou wilt hear 1 


1 


Shall these -vita live for self alone, 
IVhose years fleet on m daily crime — 
Shall these by Fatth for ^nlt atone, 
Jfeist beyond the boutids of Time } — 
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Thou, i\ho canst guide the wandenng star, 
Through trackless realms of jether’s space , 
^\^IO calm’st the elemental nar, 

^Vhose hand from pole to pole I trace 

12 

Thou, nho in wisdom plac’d me here, 

'\^^^o, when thou wilt, canst take me hence. 
Ah ! whilst I tread this earthly sphere. 
Extend to me thy wide defence 

13 

To Thee, my God, to thee I call 1 
V/hatevei weal or woe betide. 

By thy command I rise or fall. 

In thy protection I confide. 

If, when this dust to dust’s restor’d, 

My soul shall float on airy wmg, 

How shall thy glonous Name ador’d 
Inspire her feeble voice to sing • 

15 

But, if this fleetmg spint share 
IVith clay the Grave’s eternal bed, 

MTiile Life jet throbs I raise my prayer. 
Though doom’d no more to quit the dead 
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r6 

To Thee I breathe my humble strain, 

Grateful for all thj meraes past, 

,\jid hope, m) God, to thee again *• 

This emng life may fl> at last. 

D<.urt’':r i&)6 


TRANSLATION FROM ANACREON ‘ 

Eti fiiSo- 
ODE 5 

Mingle vnth the genial bowl 
The Rose, the floiJrd of the Soul, 

The Rose and Grape together quaff d, 

Hois doubl} sweet will be the draught • 

A\lth Roses crossn our josnal bross^, 

\Mine es eiy cheek snth Laughter glosss , 

While Smiles and Songs, with Wine mate, 

To wing our moments snth Dehght 
Rose b} far the fairest birth, 
tMuch Sprmg and Nature cull from Earth 
Rose whose sweetest perfume gis en. 

Breathes our thoughts from Earth to Heasen 

L My hcfc, r-\ Ccd, in tfiee a^tr , , . / 1 

THs emng Itfe inll f ct last — [-IZ-y ‘ -^sas:- 

I [From an autograph MS at Ness-stead, now for the 

tune pnnted ] 
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Rose ■whom the Deities above, 

From Jove to Hebe, dearly love. 

When Q'therea’s blooming Boy, 

Flies hghtly through the dance of Joy, 

With him the Graces then combme. 

And rosy ■wreaths their locks entwme 
Then -will I sing divinely crown'd, 

With dusky leaves my temples bound — 

Lymus ! m thy bowers of pleasure, 

I’ll wake a ivildly thnlhng measure 
There will my gentle Girl and I, 

Along the mazes sportive fly, 

Will bend before thy potent throne — 

Rose, Wine, and Beauty, all my own 

1805 


[OSSIAN'S ADDRESS TO THE SUN IN 
“ CARTHON ” '] 

Oh ' thou that roll'st above thy glonous Fire, 

Round as the shield which grac’d my godhke Sire, 
IVhence are the beams, O Sun ! thy endless blaze, 
^Vh^ch far eclipse each minor Glory’s rays ? 

Forth in thy Beauty here thou deign’st to shine ! 

Night quits her car, the tvankhng stars decline , 

1 [From an autograph MS at Newstead, now for the 
first time printed (See Ossian's Pocnu, London, 1819, pp 
wii 119)] 
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Pallid and cold the Moon descends to cave 
Her sinking beams beneath the Western v-a\e; 

But thou still mov’st alone, of Iigiit the Source — 

Who can o’erlake dice in thj fierj course? 

Oaks of die mountains fall, the rocks decay, 

AVeighcd down with years the hills dessohe away 
A certain space to yonder Moon is given, 

She nses, smiles, and then is lost in Hcaien 
Ocean in sullen murmurs ebbs and flows, 

But thy bnght beam unchanged for ci er glows ' 
When Earth is darkened \nth tempestuous skies, 
When Thunder shakes the sphere and Lightning flies, 
Thy face, 0 Sun, no rolling blasts deform. 

Thou look’st from clouds and laughcsl at the Storm 
To Ossian, Orb of Light > thou look’st in \ain, 

Nor cans’t thou glad his aged c)es again, 

AATiether thy locks in Onent Beautj stream, 

Or glimmer through the West with fainter gleam — 
But thou, perhaps, like me wadi age must bend , 

Thy season o’er, thy days wall find their end. 

No more } on azure aaiult with ra} s adorn. 

Lull’d in the clouds, nor hear die aoice of Mom 
Exult, O Sun, m all thy youthful strength ! 

Age, dark unload} Age, appears at length, 

As gleams the moonbeam through the broken cloud 
AATiile mountam vapours spread their misty shroud-' 
The Northern tempest howls along at last, 

And wayworn strangers shrink amid the blast 



PIGNUS AMORIS 


23X 


Thou rolluig Sun x\ho gild’st those rising touers, 
Fair didst thou shine upon my earlier hours ! 

1 hail’d with smiles the cheenng rays of Mom, 

My breast by no tumultuous Passion tom — 

Now hateful are thy beams which wake no more 
The sense of joy which thnll’d my breast before. 
Welcome thou cloudy veil of nightly skies, 

To thy bright canopy the mourner flies 
Once bright, thy Silence lull’d my frame to rest, 
And Sleep my soul with gentle visions blest , 

Now uakeful Gnef disdams her mild controul, 

Dark is the night, but darker is my Soul 
Ye uamng Wmds of Heav’n your fiiry urge. 

To me congenial sounds your uintrj' Dirge 
Swift as your wings my happier days have past. 
Keen as your storms is Sorrow's chilling blast , 

To Tempests thus expos’d my Fate has been, 
Piercmg like yours, like yours, alas ' unseen 

1S05 


[PIGNUS AMORIS,’] 

1 

As by the fix’d decrees of Heax cn, 

’Tis x^ain to hope that Joy can last , 

The dearest boon tliat Life has given. 

To me IS — visions of the past 

I [From an autograph MS at New stead, now for the first 
time printed ] 
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2 . 

For these this to) of blushing hue 
I pnze mth zeal before unknorrn, 

It tells me of a Fnend I knew, 

AVho lo^ ed me for m}'self alone 

3 

It tells me what how few can say 
Though all the soaal tie commend , 
Recorded in my heart ’twill lay,’ 

It tells me mine was once a Fnend. 

4 

Through many a wear}' day gone b}', 

Wth time the gift is dearer grown , 

And still I view in Memory’s ey e 
That teardrop sparkle through my own 

5 

And heartless Age perhaps will smile. 

Or wonder w hence those feelmgs sprung , 
Yet let not sterner souls revile, 

For Both were open, Both were young 

I [For the irregular use of “ lay ” for “ he,” compare “ The 
Adi^ (st lo, L 4, p 241), and the much-disputed line, “ And 
dashest him to earth— there let him la\ ” iClnldc Harold, 
canto IV St. 180).] 
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6 

And Youth is sure the only tune, 
lYhen Pleasure blends no base alloy , 

MTien Life is blest without a cnme, 

And Innocence resides with Joy 

7 

Let those reprove my feeble Soul, 

MTio laugh to scorn Affection’s name , 

MTiile these impose a harsh controul, 

All wall foi^ve who feel the same. 

8 

Then still I wear my simple toy. 

With pious care from wreck I’ll save it , 

And this mil form a dear employ 
For dear I was to him uho gave it 

* 1S06 


[A WOMAN’S HAIR.'] 

Oh 1 httle lock of golden hue 
In gently iranng nnglet curl’d, 

By the dear head on which ) ou grew , 

I iNOuld not lose you for a world 

1 [These lines are presen cd in MS at Neireteadj mth 
the follomng memorandum m Miss Pigot’s handaxiting 
“Copied from the fly-leaf in a lol of mj Bums’ books, 
which IS written m pencil bj himself” The) ha\e hitherto 
been pnntcd as stanzas 5 and 6 of the lines “ To a Lady,” 
etc , p 212 ] 
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Not though a thousand more adorn 
The polished brow where once you shone, 
Like ra)s which guild a cloudless sk} '• 
Beneath Columbia’s femd zone 

1806 


STANZAS TO JESSW 


I 

There is a mjstic thread of life 
So dearly w reath’d with mine alone, 

That Destiny’s relentless knife 
At once must se\ er both, or none. 

' c cloudless morn — {Ed 1S52 ] 

I [“Stanzas to Jess) hate often been printed, but 
were neter acknowledg'cd b) B\Ton, or included in any 
authorized edition of his works Thej are, however, tm- 
^estionably genuine Thev appeared first m MoriH}' 
^icrary Recreciiwns (Jiilv, 1807^3 magazine pubhshed bj 
B Crosby & Co , Stationers’ Court. Crosby was London 
agent for Ridge, the Newark bookseller, and, with Longman 
^d others, “sold” the recently issued Hours of Idfenc^ 
rhe same number of Monthly Lsterary Recrcahcuts (for 
July, 1807) contains Byron’s revaew of Wordsworth’s Pccttj 
(2 vols. 1807), and a highly laudatory notice of Heirs of 
Idleness The lines are headed “ Stanzas to Jessy,” and 
are siped “ George Gordon, Lord Byron.” They were re- 
jmblished m 1824, by Knight and Laev, m voL v. of t^ 
three supplementary volumes of the Works, and again m the 
same year by John Bumpus and A. Gnfiin, in their Miscel- 
laneous Poems, etc. A note which is prefixed to these issues, 
“ The following stanzas were addressed by Lord ByTon to 
his Lady, a few months before their separation,” and three 
variants in the text, make it tinlikelT that the piratmg editom 
were acquainted with the text of the magazme. The Mb 
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2 

There is a Form on which these eyes 
Have fondly gazed with such dehght — 

By day, that Form their joy supplies, 

And Dreams restore it, through the night. 


3 

There is a Voice whose tones mspire 
Such softened feelings m my breast,' 
I would not hear a Seraph Choir, 
Unless that voice could join the rest 


4 

There is a Face whose Blushes tell 
Affection's tale upon the cheek, 

But pallid at our fond farewell. 

Proclaims more love than words can speak 

1 S)/cA thrills of Raflure — [Knjght and Ijicy, 1824, v 56 ] 

{Brtitsh Museum, Eg MSS No 2332) is signed “ Gcoigc 
Gordon, Lord Byron,” but the words “George Gordon, Lord” 
are m another hand, and were probably added bj Crosby 
The followng letter (together wth a wrapper addressed, 
“ Mr Crosby, Stationers' Court,” and sealed m red w ax with 
Byron’s arms and coronet) is attached to the poem — 

"Jul) 21, 1807 

Sir, 

“ I have sent according to m> promise some Stanzas 
for Lrterary Recreations The insertion I lea\ e to the option 
of the Editors Thej have nei'er appeared before. I should 
msh to know whether thej are admitted or not, and n hen 
the work wall appear, as 1 am desirous of a copj 

“ Etc , etc , BiRON 

“PS — Send jour answer when convenient.”] 
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5 

There is a Lip, -nhich mine has prest, 

But none had e\er prest before ; 

It \ ou ed to make me sw eetly blest, 

That mine alone should press it more 

6 . 

There is a Bosom all m} own, 

Has pillou’d oft this aching head, 

A Mouth uhich smiles on me alone. 

An Eye, i\hose tears \nth mine are shed 

7 

There are two Hearts uhose movements thnll, 
In unison so closely sweet, 

That Pulse to Pulse response e still 
The) Both must heave, or cease to beat 

S 

There are two Souls, whose equal flow 
In gentle stream so calmly run, 

That when they part — the) part ? — ah no 1 
They cannot part — those Souls are One 

[George Gordon, Lord] Bvro'' 
1 Jttf mine, mine onl} — [Knight and Lacy, v 56 ] 
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THE ADIEU 

WRITTEN UNDER THE IMPRESSION THAT THE AUTHOR 
WOULD SOON DIE, 

I 

Adieu, thou Hill 1 ^ -nhere early joy 
Spread roses o’er my brow , 

AVhere Science seeks each loitering boy 
AVith knowledge to endow 
Adieu, ray youthful fnends or foes, 

Partners of former bliss or u oes , 

No more through Ida’s paths i\e stray , 

Soon must I share the gloomy cell, 

^Vhose ever-slumbermg inmates dwell 
Unconsaous of the day 


Adieu, ye hoafy Regal Fanes, ’• 

Ye spires of Granta’s vale, 

AVhere Leammg robed in sable reigns, 

And Melancholy pale 
Ye comrades of the jovial hour. 

Ye tenants of the classic bow er, 

1 Xifisers ■ — [AAS* AVaj/rtTri J 

I [Harrow ] 
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On Gama’s \erdant margin plac’d, 
Adieu ' Mhilc memor) still is mine, 

For offenngs on Oblivion’s shrine, 

These scenes must be effac’d. 

3 

Adieu, 3 e mountains of the chme 
\\’here grew ni}' youthful years , 

AVhere Loch na Garr in suovvs sublime 
His giant summit rears 
WTiy did m}' childhood vrander fortli 
From 30U, ye regions of the North, 

With sons of Pnde to roam ? 

Why did I quit my Highland cave, 
flair’s dusky heath, and Dee’s clear vvave. 
To seek a Sotheron home ? 

4 

Hall of my Sires ' a long farewell — 

Yet why to thee adieu ? 

Thy vaults will echo back my knell, 

Thy towers m3’ tomb will view 
The faltenng tongue which sung thy falk 
And former glones of thy Hall, 

Forgets its wxinted simple note — 

But yet the L3Te retams the strings, 

And sometimes, on ^Eohan wings, 

In d3ing strams may float 
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5 

Fields, Aihich surround yon rustic cot,^ 
AVhile yet I linger here, 

Adieu ' you are not now forgot, 

To retrospection dear 
Streamlet I ’ along whose nppling surge 
My youthful limbs were wont to urge, 

At noontide heat, their pliant course , 
Plunging inth ardour from the shore. 

Thy spnngs will lave these limbs no more, 
Deprived of active force 


6 

And shall I here forget the scene, 
Still nearest to my breast ? 

Rocks nse and nvers roll between 
The spot which passion blest , 

Yet Mary,^ all thy beauties seem 
Fresh as m Love’s bcOTtcbing dream, 
To me in smiles display’d , 

Till slow disease resigns his prey 
To Death, the parent of decay, 

Thine image cannot fade. 

1 [Mrs Pigot’s Cottage.] 

2 The nver Crete, at Southwell ] 

3 [Mary Cha worth ] 
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And thou, iny Fnend ! \vhose gentle love 
Yet thnlls my bosom’s chords, 

How much thy fnendship nns above 
Description’s power of words ! 

Still near my breast thy gift > I wear*- 
■\Vhich sparkled once with Feeling’s tear, 

Of Love the pure, the sacred gem 
Our souls w ere equal, and our lot 
In that dear moment quite forgot , 

Let Pnde alone condemn ' 

8 

All, all is dark and cheerless now ' 

No smile of Love’s deceit 
Can warm my veins with wonted glow. 

Can bid Life’s pulses beat 
Not e’en the hope of future fame 
Can wake my faint, exhausted frame, 

Or crown with fanaed WTeaths my head 
Mme IS a short mglonous race, — 

To humble m the dust my face, 

And mmgle with the dead 

1 The gi/i I ■wear — [^lAJ A'ai’slead ] 

I [Compare the verses on “The Comehan,” p ^6, 
“ Pignus Amons,” p 231 ] 
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Oh Fame ! thou goddess of my heart , 

On him who gams thy praise, 

Pointless must fall the Spectre's dart, 
Consumed m Glory’s blaze , 

But me she beckons from the earth. 

My name obscure, unmark’d my birth, 

My life a short and vulgar dream 
Lost m the dull, ignoble crowd, 

My hopes reclme withm a shroud, 

My fate is Lethe’s stream 

10 

\Vhen I repose beneath the sod. 

Unheeded in the clay, 

IVhere once my playful footsteps trod, 

■Where now my head must lay,' 

The meed of Pity will be shed 
In dew-drops o’er my narrow bed. 

By nightly skies, and storms alone , 

No mortal eye mil deign to steep 
IVith tears the dark sepulchral deep 
^Vhlcb hides a name unknown 

11 

Forget this world, my restless sprite. 

Turn, turn thy thoughts to Heaven 

I [See note to " Pignus Amoris,” st 3 , 1 3, p 232 ] 
VOL I * R 
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There must thou soon direct thy flight, 

If errors arc forgiven 
To bigots and to sects unknorvn, 

Bow down beneath the Alraight/s Throne , 
To Him address thy trcmblmg prayer 
He, who IS merciful and just, 

Will not reject a child of dust. 

Although His meanest care 


12 

Father of Light 1 to Thee I call , 

My soul IS dark within - 
Thou w ho canst mark the sparrow’s fall, 

Avert the death of sm 
Thou, who canst guide the wandering star 
MTio calm’st the elemental war, 

IVhose mantle is yon boundless sky, 

My thoughts, my words, my crimes forgive, 
And, smce I soon must cease to live. 

Instruct me how to die 

1S07 [First published, 1S32 1 


TO 


I 

Oh I well I know your subtle Sex, 

Frail daughters of the wanton Eve,— 

1 And since I must forbear to Itve, 

Instruct me how to die — \MS Nroslead J 

I [From an autograph MS at Newstead, now for the nn> 
time printed ] • 
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jealous pangs our Souls perplex, 

No passion prompts you to relieve 

2 

From Love, or Pity ne’er you fall, 

By_y<3«, no mutual Flame is felt, 

’Tis Vamty, which rules you all. 

Desire alone which makes you melt 

3 

I ivill not say no sot/Is are yours, 

Aye, ye have Souls, and dark ones too, 
Souls to contnve those smilmg lures, 

To snare our simple hearts for you. 

4 

Yet shall you never bind me fast, 

Long to adore such brittle toys, 

I’ll rove along, from first to last. 

And change nhene’cr my fancy clojs 

5 

Oh 1 I should be a fool. 

To sigh the dupe of female art — 
Woman ! perhaps thou hast a Sot//, 

But where have Demons hid thy Heart t 


yaiiuar), 1S07 
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OX THE E\*ES OF ^fIS 3 A H 

A^*^■E’s Eye is liken'd to the Sun, 

From it such Beams of Beaut) fall , 

And iSts can be deiued by none, 

For itke the Sur, it shmes on 

Then do not adrairatton smother, 

Or sa) tnese glances don’t become her, 
Tojc'i, or /, or •in 

Her S'/r, displa)‘s perpetual Summer - 


TO A VAIX LADY = 


Ah, heedless girl ’ \rn) thus dxsdos^ 

YTiat ne’er was meant for other ears . 

YTiy thus destroy thine own repose. 

And dig the source of future tears ? 

I [Miss Anne Housoa. From an autograph a* 

eadL novr for the first tune pnnted.] 
a. [Compare, for the same simDe, the lines ‘"To 

od^ng, Esq^" p. 1S7, crfc.] -r 

3. [To A \oung Lady (Ifrss Anne Housoa) ccxe 

dn(^ her to repeat the cximphments paid h^ to - 
nmg men of her acquaintance. — JfS. J 
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2 

Oh, thou vilt weep, impradent maid, 
'\^'hlle lurking envious foes will smile, 
For all the folhes thou hast said 
Of those iidio spoke but to beguile 


o 

Vain girl ' thy ling’nng uoes are nigh, 

If thou behei^st what stnplmgs say 

Oh, from the deep temptation fly. 

Nor fall the specious spoiler’s prey 

4 

Dost thou repeat, in childish boast, 

The a ords man utters to deceive ? 

Thy peace, thy hope, thy all is lost, 

If thou canst venture to believe 

5 

'While now amongst thy female peers 
Thou tell’st again the soothing tale, 

Canst thou not mark the nsmg sneers 
Duphcit}' in ram would veil ? 

G 

These tales m secret silence hush, 

Nor make thyself the pubhc gaze 

VTiat modest maid without a blush 

Recounts a flattenng coxcomb’s praise ? 
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Will not I he laughing ho} despise 
Her who relates each fond conceit — 
MTio, thinking Heaven is in her e)es, 

Yet cannot see the slight deceit? 

S 

For she uho takes a soft delight 
These amorous nothings in reicahng, 
Must credit all 11 e say or wrile, 

YTiile ramt)' preients concealing 

9 

Cease, if you pnze your Beaut} ’s ragn ! 

No jealousy bids me reprove 
One, who is thus from nature vain, 

I pity, but I cannot love 

January 15, 1807 [First published, 1S32 1 


TO ANNEI 

I 

Oh, Anne, your offences to me haie been grievous 
I thought from my wTath no atonement could save yoUi 
But Woman is made to command and deceive us — 

I look’d in your face, and I almost forgave you 

I [Miss Anne Houson J 
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2 

I vow’d I could ne’er for a moment respect you, 
iJet thought that a day’s separation was long , 

When we met, I determined again to suspect you — 

Your smile soon convinced me suspicion was wong 

o 

I swore, m a transport of young mdignabon, 

AWth fervent contempt evermore to disdain you 
I saw you — my anger became admiration , 

And now, aU my -wish, all my hope’s to regain you 

4 

With beauty hke yours, oh, how vain the contention 1 
Thus lowly I sue for forgiveness before you , — 

At once to conclude such a frmtless dissension. 

Be false, my sweet Anne, when I cease to adore you ! 

January 16, 1807 [First published, 1832 ] 


EGOTISM. A LETTER TO J T BECHER » 

‘Eoirr^F Bvpwy afiSti. 

I 

If Fate should seal my Death to-morrow, 

(Though much / hope she vcM postpone it,) 

I’ve held a share of Joy and Somnv, 

Enough for Ten , and here I own it 

1 [From an autograph MS at Newstead, now for the first 
time printed ] 
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I’ve lived, as many others live, 

And yet, I think, inth more enjoyment , 
For could I through my days again live, 
Fd pass them in the sam employment. 


3 - 

That js to say, with sowc exception. 

For though I will not make confession, 
I've seen too much of man’s deception 
Ever again to trust profession 


4. 

Some sage Mammas with gesture haughty, 
Pronounce me quite a youthful Smner 
But Daughters say, “ although he’s naughty, 
You must not check a Young Beginna ’ 

5 

I’ve loved, and many damsels know it— 
But whom I don’t mtend to mention, 

As certain stanzas also show it, 

Some say deserving Reprehension 

6 

Some ancient Dames, of virtue fiery^ 
(Unless Report does much behe them,) 
Have lately made a sharp Enquiry, I 
And much it grieves me to deny them 
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7 

Two Bhom I lov’d had c)'cs of Blue, 

To Mhich I hope you’ve no objection , 

The Best had eyes of darker Hue — 

Each Nymph, of course, ■was all perfection 

S 

But here I’ll close my cliasft. Descnption, 

Nor say the deeds of animositj’ , 

For silence is the best prescnption, 

To physic idle cunosity 

9 

Of Friaids I’ve knoum a goodly Hundred — 

For finding one m each acquaintance, 

By some dcccreed, by others plunder’d. 

Friendship, to me, was not Repentance 

10 

At School I thought like other Children 
Instead of Brains, a fine Ingredient, 

Romance, ray youthful Head bciotldcnng 
To Saise had made me disobedient 

11 

A victim, nearly from affection, 

To certam very pnaoiis schtming, 

The still remaining recollection 

Has a’ red nij boyish soul of Bn anting 
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12 

Heaven ' ] mther would forswenr 
Tlic ICarth, and all the jo>s resened me 
Than dare again the sfccious Sunn, 

From uhicli w/j /Ji/iand Jlcaucn fracn'cd 

‘3 

Still I possess some Fnends who love me — 
In each a mucli tslcemed and tnic one. 
The Wealth of W'orlds shall never move me 
To quit their Friendship, for a new one. 

14 

But Bedier ' you’re a rei'cnud fasior , 

Now take it in consideration, 

Whether for xienance 1 should fast, or 
Pray for my stns in expiation 

15 

I own myself the child of Foiiy, 

But not so wicked as they make me — 

I soon must die of melancholy. 

If Female smiles should e’er forsake me. 

16 

Philosophers have uncr doitbhd. 

That Ladled Lips were made for kisses I 
For Love I I could not live without it, 

For such a cursed place as This is 
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17 

Say, Becher, I shall be forgiven ! 

» 

If you don’t warrant my salvation, 

I must resign all Hopes of Heaveti > 

Por, Faith, I can’t withstand Temptation 

P S — These were written betw’een one and two, after 
vtidmghi I ha\ e not corrected, or revised 

Yonrs, Byron 


TO ANNE' 

1 

Oh say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have decreed 
The heart which adores you should wish to dissever , 
Such Fates were to me most unkind ones indeed, — 

To bear me from Love and from Beauty for ever 

2 

Your frowns, lovely girl, are the Fates which alone 
Could bid me from fond admuabon refram , 

By these, every hope, every wish were o’erthrown. 

Till smiles should restore me to rapture agam 

3 

As the ivy and oak, in the forest entwin’d. 

The rage of the tempest umted must w eather , 

I^Iy love and my life w ere by nature design’d 
To flourish alike, or to pensh together 


1 (T\fiss Anne Honson ] 
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4 

Then say not, s\\ ect Anne, that the Fates have decreed 
\our lover should bid jou a lasting adieu 
Till Fate can ordain that his bosom shall bleed, 

His Soul, his Existence, are centred in } ou 

1S07, [First published, 1S32.] 


TO THE AUTHOR OF A SONNET 

beginning ‘“sad is m\ verse,’ ^OU SA^, ‘and vet 
NO tear ’ ” 

I 

1 HY verse is “ sad " enough, no doubt 
A devilish deal more sad than wtt} ' 

IHiy we should weep I can’t find out, 

Unless for thee we weep m pity 

Yet there is one I pity more , 

And much, alas ' I think he needs it 
For he. I’m sure, w ill suffer sore, 

YTio, to his own misfortime, reads it 

3 

Thy rhjTues, without the aid of magic. 

May o/ict be read — but never after 
Yet then- effect’s by no means tragic, 

Although by far too dull for laughter 
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4 

But would you make our bosoms bleed, 

And of no common pang complain — 

If you would make us weep indeed, 

Tell us, you’ll read them o’er agam. 

March 8, 1807 [First published, 1832 ] 


ON FINDING A FAN.' 

I 

In one who felt as once he felt, 

This might, perhaps, have fann’d the flame , 
But now his heart no more will melt. 

Because that heart is not the same 


As when the ebbmg flames are low. 

The aid which once improved their light, 
And bade them bum with fiercer glow. 

Now quenches all their blaze in night 

3 

Thus has it been ivith Passion’s fires — 

As many a boy and girl remembers — 
While every hope of love e\pires. 
Extinguish’d inth the d)nng embers 


I [Of Miss A. H —MS Kcivslead^ 
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4 

The first, though not a spark survive, 

Some careful hand may teach to bum , 

The last, alas ! can ne’er survive, 

No touch can bid its warmth return 

5 

Or, if It chance to wake again, 

Not always doom’d its heat to smother, 

It sheds (so vvapvard fates ordam) 

Its former warmth aroimd another 

iSo" [First published, 1S32 1 


FAREWELL TO THE MUSE*- 

I 

Thou Power! who hast ruled me through Infancy’s da)'s, 
Young offspnng of Fancy, ’tis time we should part , 
Then nse on the gale this the last of my la}^. 

The coldest effusion which sprmgs from my heart 


This bosom, responsive to rapture no more. 

Shall hush thy wild notes, nor implore thee to suig, 
The feehngs of childhood, which taught thee to soar, 
Are wafted far distant on Apathy’s vnng 


1 Atheii to the Muse — [1]^ Ke-vstcad ] 
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3 

Though sunple the themes of my rade flowing LjTe, 
Yet even these themes are departed for ever, 

No more beam the eyes which my dream could mspire, 
My visions are floiro, to return, — alas, never ! 

4 

AVhen dram’d is the nectar which gladdens the bowl, 
How vain is the eSbrt dehght to prolong I 
"When cold is the beauty which dwelt in my soul,'- 
^Vhat magic of Fancy can lengthen my song? 

5 

Can the lips sing of Love m the desert alone, 

Of kisses and smiles which they now must resign ? 

Or dwell with delight on the hours that are flown ? 

Ah, no ! for those hours can no longer be mine 

6 

Can they speak of the friends that I lived but to love ? " 

Ah, surely Affection ennobles the stnun ! 

But how can my numbers m sympathy move, 

AVhen I scarcely Can hope to behold them agam ? 

7 

Can I sing of the deeds which m)' Fathers have done, 
And raise my loud harp to the fame of my Sires ? 

For glories bke theirs, oh, how' famt is my tone ' 

For Heroes’ exploits how- unequal my fires ' 

I cold ts the form — [JIfS Nrostead ] 

II ~vhom / At ed but to love — [MS A’c'ostead ] 
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Untouch’d, thep, my Lyre shall reply to the blast 
•Tis hush’d, and my feehle endeavours are o’er. 

And those who have heard it will pardon the past, 

AVhen they know that its murmurs shall vabrate no more. 

9 

And soon shall its wild emng notes be forgot, 

Smce early affection and love is o’ercast 
Oh > blest had my Fate been, and happy my lot, 

Had the first strain of love been the dearest, the last 

ro 

Farew ell, my y oung Muse ! since w e now can ne’er meet , 
If our songs have been languid, they surely are few 
Let us hope that the present at least will be snect 
The present — which seals our eternal Adieu 

1S07 [First published, iSS* 1 


TO AN OAK AT NEWSTEAD > 

1 

Young Oak ' iihen I planted thee deep in the ground, 

I hoped that thy days would be longer than mine. 

That thy dark-waving branches would flourish around, 

And ivy thy trunk wath its mantle entwine. 

1 Since 'P i. can rred — [jlfS cVe’CS/caJ ] 

1 [There is no heading to the original MS, but 
blank leaf at the end of the poem is written, “ To^ n , ^ 
the garden of Kewstcad Abbev, planted b> the author ' 

9th year of [his] age , this tree it his last visit wws m i 
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2 

Such, such was my hope, when in Infancy’s years, 

On the land of my Fathers I rear’d thee mth pnde , 
They are past, and I uater thy stem with my tears, — 

Thy decay, not the loecds that surround thee can hide 

3 

I leR thee, my Oak, and, since that fatal hour, 

A stranger has dwelt m the hall of my Sire , 

Till Manhood shall crown me, not mine is the power, 

But his, whose neglect may have bade thee expire 

4 

Oh ! hardy thou wert — even now little care 
Might revive thy 3'oung head, and thy w ounds gently 
heal 

But thou wert not fated affection to share — 

For who could suppose th.at a Stranger would feel? 

5 

Ah, droop not, my Oak ' lift tliy head for a while , 

Ere hvice round yon Glory this planet shall run, 

The hand of thy Master will teach thee to smile, 

^^^len Infancy’s years of prohabon are done 

of decay, though perhaps not irrecoverable” On amvang 
at Newstead, in 1798, B^Ton, then in his eleventh jear, 
planted an oak, and chenshed the fanev, that as the tree 
flounshed so should he. On revisibng the abbey, he found 
the oak choked up by weeds and almost destroyed , — hence 
these lines Shortlj after Colonel Wildman took possession, 
he said to a servaint, “ Here is a fine joung oak , but it must 
be cut down, as it grows m an improper place.” — “ I hope not, 
sir,” replied the man, “ for it’s the one that my lord was so 
fond of, because he set it himself” — p ^o, note.] 

VOL I. s 
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Oh, live then, my Oak ! aloft from the weeds, 
That clog thy young growth, and assist thy decaj. 
For still in thy bosom are Life’s early seeds. 

And still may thy branches tlieir beauty display 

7 

Oh 1 yet, if Matunty’s years ma> be thine, 

Though 1 shall he low in the cavern of Death, 

On thy leaves yet the day-beam of ages may shine, *■ 
Uninjured by Time, or the rude Winter’s breath 

8 

For centuries still may thy boughs lightly wave 
O’er the corse of thy Lord in thy canopy laid , 
^Vhlle the branches thus gratefully shelter his grave, 
Ihe Chief who survives may recline m thy shade 

9 

And as he, with his boys, shall revisit this spot, 

He will tell them in w’hispers more softly to tread 
Oh 1 surely, by these I shall ne’er be forgot , 
Remembrance still hallows the dust of the dead 

10 

And here, will they say, when in Life’s glowing pnnie, 
Perhaps he has pour’d forth his young simple layi 
And here must he sleep, tdl the moments of Tune 
Are lost m the hours of Eternity’s day 

[“Copied for Mr Moore, Jan 24,\8'2S •’i^Note'by 
1 For ages may shine Newstettd ] 
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ON REVISITING HARROW ^ 

I 

1 

Here once engaged the stranger’s view 
Yonng Fnendship’s record simply trac’d , 
Few were her words, — ^but yet, though few, 
Resentment’s hand the hne defac’d 

3 

Deeply she cut — hut not eras’d — 

The characters were still so plam, 

That Fnendship once return’d, and gaz’d, — 
Till Memory hail’d the words agam 

3 

Repentance plac’d them as before , 
Forgiveness jom’d her gentle name , 

So fair the mscnption seem’d once more, 
That Fnendship thought it still the same 


4 - 

Thus might the Record now have been , 

But, ah, m spite of Hope’s endeavour, 

Or Fnendship's tears, Pnde rush’d between, 

And blotted out the Ime for ever 

1807 [First published in Moore’s Zt/e and 

Letters, ete , 1830, i I 03 ] 

I [“ Some years ago, when at Harrow , a friend of the author 
cngrai cd on a particular spot the names of both, with a few 
additional words, as a memonal Afterwards, on receiving 
some real or imaginary injury, the author destroyed the frail 
record before he left Harrow On revisiting the place in 
1807, he wrote under it these stanzas ” — Moore’s Ltfi, etc-, 
i 102 ] 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


TO MY SON.I 


I. 

Those flaxen locks, those ejes of blue 
Bnght as thy mother's m their hue , 

Those rosy lips, whose dimples pla}’ 

And smile to steal the heart away, 

Recall a scene of former joy. 

And touch thy father's heart, my Boy I 

3 

And thou canst lisp a father's name — 

Ah, Wiliam, w ere thine ow n the same, — 

No self-reproach — ^but, let me cease — 

My care for thee shall purchase peace , 

Thy mother’s shade shall smile in joy, 

And pardon all the past, my Boy ' 

3 

Her lowly grave the turf has prest. 

And thou hast known a stranger's breast , 
Dension sneers upon tliy birth, 

And jaelds thee scarce a name on earth , 

Yet shall not these one hope destroy, — 

A Father’s heart is thme, my Boy 1 

I [For a reminiscence of what was, possibly, an actual 
event, see Don Juan, canto xn st. 6t He told Lady 
BjTon that he had two natural children, whom he shonW 
provide for ] 
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4. 

Why, let the world unfeeling frown, 
Must I fond Nature’s daims disown ? 
Ah, no — though moralists reprove, 

I hail thee, dearest child of Love, 

Fair cheruh, pledge of youth and joy — 
A Father guards thy birth, my Boy ! 


5 - 

Oh, ’tnill be saeet in thee to trace, 

Ere Age has nnnkled o'er my face. 

Ere half my glass of hfe is run. 

At once a brother and a son , 

And all my u-ane of years employ 
In justice done to thee, my Boy I 

6 

Although so young thy heedless sire, 

Youth mil not damp parental fire , 

And, wert thou still less dear to me, 

YTiile Helen’s form revnes in thee, 

The breast, which beat to former joy, 

YTll ne’er desert its pledge, my Boy ' 

1S07 [First pnblislied m Moore’s Ufe and LdUrs, dc , 

1S30, I 104 ] 
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HOURS OF IDLFXES': 


QUERIES TO CASUISTS.' 

Thf Moralists tell us that Loving is Sinning, 

And always are prating about and about it, 

But as Love of Evistence itselfs the beginning, 

Say, what would Existence itself be without it? 

The) argue the point with much furious Invective, 
Though perhaps ’tw ere no difficult task to confute it , 
But if Venus and Hymen should once prove defective, 
Pray who would there be to defend or dispute it? 

Bviiox 


SONG- 


1 

Breeze of the night in gentler sighs 
More softly murmur o’er the pillow , 

For Slumber seals my Fann) ’s e) es, 

And Peace must never shun her pillow 

2 

Or breathe those sweet .diolian strains 
Stolen from celestial spheres above, 

To charm her ear while some remains, 

And soothe her soul to dreams of lov'e 

1 [From an autograph MS (watermark 1805) .at Newstead, 
now for the first time pnnted ] 

2 [From the MS m the possession of the Earl of Love- 
lace ] 



TO HARRIET 
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3 

But Breeze of night again forbear, 

In softest murmurs only sigh , 

Let not a Zephyr’s pmion dare 
To lift those auburn locks on bigh 

4 

Chill IS thy Breath, thou breeze of night 1 
Oh 1 ruffle not those lids of Snow , 

For only Morning’s cheenng hght 
May wake the beam that lurks belou 

5 

Blest be that hp and azure eye 1 
Sweet Fanny, hallowed be thy Sleep ! 

Those lips shall never vent a sigh, 

Those eyes may never wake to weep 

Fdmary 2'ird, 1808 


TO HARRIET* 

I 

Harriet 1 to see such Circumspection,’ 

In Ladies I have no objection 
Concerning u hat they read , 

1 [From an autograph MS at Ncastead, now for the first 
time printed ] 

2 [See the poem “ To Manon,” and note, p 125 It would 
seem that J F Becher addressed some flattenng lines to 
B)Ton with reference to a poem concerning Hamet Maltb>, 
possibK the lines “To Manon” The mllowmg note was 



264 


J!0L1>'J OF IDLI SF'S 


\n ancient Maid’s, a sacrc adviser, 
la} c lur,, }ou will be much the wiser, 
In wonl, as wtH .as Deed. 


Hut Harriet, I don’t wash to flatter, 
i\nd rcall} think ’t would make the matter 
More perfect if not quite, 

If otlicr Ladies when the} preach, 

1\ ould ccrLain Damsels also leach 
IVIorc cautious!) townte 


THERE WAS A TIME, I NEED NOT NAME'-' 

I 

Therl w.as a time, I need not name, 

Since it wall ne’er forgotten he, 

MTien all our feelings were the same 
As still m) soul hatli been to thee 

1 Stantas to thf Sanu \In it and Trans! , p 200 ] 

attached b) Miss Pigot to these stanzas, which must have 
been wTittcn on another occasion — " I saw Lord B 
flattered bj John Dechcr’s lines, as he read Apollo, ct^> 
wath a peculiar smile and emphasis so out of flt’h ® 
vex him a little, I said, 'Apollo' He should have sa'o 
ApoUyoiA ‘Elizabeth! for Heaven’s sake dont s.a} f 
again 1 I don’t mind you telling me so , but if anj one tip 
got hold of ihe '■uord, I should nev er hear the end of it. 

I Laughed .at him, and dropt it, for he was with agikation J 
I [This copy of verses, wath eight others, onpnall) 

^ appeared in a volume published in ihoo b> J C Hobhousty 
under the title of Imitations and Translations, Froir tne 
Ancient and Modern Classics, Tos^uhtnotth Original (JZ 
never before publuhcd The MS is in the possession of tnc 
Earl of Lovelace ] 
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2 . 

*jad from that hour when first thy tongue 
Confess’d a love which equall’d mme, 
i’hough many a gnef my heart hath wrung, 
Uiiknown, and thus unfelt, by thme, 

3 

None, none hath sunk so deep as this — 

To think how all that love hath flown , 
Transient as every faithless loss, 

But transient in thy breast alone 

4 

And yet my heart some solace knew, 

When late I heard thy lips declare. 

In accents once imagmed true, 

Remembrance of the days that were 

5 

Yes ! my adored, yet most unkmd ! 

Though thou wilt never love again, 

To me ’tis doubly sweet to find 
Remembrance of that love remain ' 

6 

Yes 1 ’tis a glonous thought to me. 

Nor longer shall my soul repine, 

AVhate’er thou art or e’er shalt be. 

Thou hast been dearly, solely mme 

yime 10, 1808 [First jiublisliei], 1809 ] 
i The memory of that love again — [A/U L ] 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


AND WILT THOU WEEP A\TTEN I AM LOW?' 

1 

And ivilt thou u eep when I am low ? 

Sweet lady 1 speak those words again 
Yet if the}' gnere thee, say not so — 

I w ould not give that bosom pain 

2 

My heart is sad, m} hopes are gone, 

M} blood runs coldl} through my breast 
And when I perish, thou alone 
Wilt sigh abo\ e my place of rest 


And ) et, methinks, a gleam of peace 
Doth through my cloud of anguish shuie 
And for a while m} sorrows cease. 

To know thy heart hath felt for mine. 

4 

Oh lad) ' blessed be that tear — 

It falls for one who cannot weep 

I y/jrrax — [4/5 Zi 

To Iho Sitnf — \/r-it <tKii Trorsl , p 232 ] 
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Such precious drops are doubly dear *• 

To those whose eyes no tear may steep 

S 

Sueet lady ! once my heart was ivarm 
tVith ever}' feehng soft as thme , 

But Beaut}'’s self hath ceased to charm 
A ivretcb created to repine. 

6 «- 

Yet wilt thou weep when I am low? 

Sueet lady i speak those words agam 
Yet if they gneve thee, say not so — 

I w ould not give that bosom pain * 

Aug 12, iSoS [First published, 1809 ] 


1 Pfr one vof-ose Itfe ts torment here. 

And only in the dust may steep —\hTS L ] 
n The JIS inserts — 

Lady I vnll not tell my tale 

Far tt 'oould rend thy melting heart 
’ T^oere pty sorrovs should prevail 

O'er one so gentle as thou art — [APS L ] 

I [It was in one of Bwon's fits of melanchol} that the 
followng \erses rvere addressed to him In, his fnend John 
Cam Hobhouse — 

EPISTLE TO A YOUNG NOBLEMAN IN LOVE 

Hail ! generous jouth, whom glorj-’s sacred flame 
Inspires, and animates to deeds of fame , 

WTio feel the noble wish before jou die 
To raise the finger of each passer-bi 
Hail > niaj 1 future age adminng \ leu 
A Falkland or a Clarendon in 5 on 



268 


HOURS OF IDLENESS 


REMIND ME NOT, REMIND ME NOT.'-' 


I 

Remind me not, remind me not, 

Of those beloved, those vanish’d hours, 
"WTien all my soul was given to thee , 
Hours that may never be forgot, 

Till Time unnerves our ntal powers. 

And thou and I shall cease to be 

1 A Lave Song To [I,mt and Transl , ^ ^91 ^ 

But as your blood with dangerous passion boils, 
Bciiarc ! and flj from Venus’ silken toils 
Ah ! let the head protect the weaker heart, 

And Wisdom’s ^gis turn on Beauty’s dart 

* * * * • 

But if ’tis fix’d that every’ lord must pair, 

And you and Newstead must not ivant an heir, 

Lose not y’our pains, and scour the country round. 

To find a treasure that can ne’er be found 1 
No ! take the first the toivn or court affords, 

Pnekd out to stock a market for the lords , 

13) chance perhaps y our luckier choice may’ fall 
On one, though mcked, not the vorst of all 


One though perhaps as any Maxuell free, 

\ tt scarce a copy, Clanbcl, of thee , 

Not very ugly, and not aery old, 

A little pert indeed, but not a scold , 

One thak in short, may help to lead a life 
Not farther mucli from comfort than from strife , 
Tnd disappoints \our fears, 
Shall leaie some joys for your declining years 

^ But, as your early youth some time allows, 

Nor custom yet demands you for a spouse, 
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2 . 

^ Can I forget — const thou forget, 

When playing mth thy golden hair, 

How qiuck thy fluttering heart did move ? 

Some hours of freedom may remain as yet, 

For one who laughs alike at love and debt 
Then, uhy m haste? put off the evil day, 

And snatch at youthful comforts while you may ' 

Pause 1 nor so soon the various bliss forego 
That single souls, and such alone, can know 
Ah 1 why too early careless life resign. 

Your mommg slumber, and your evening innc , 

Your loved companion, and his easy talk , 

Your Muse, invoked in every peaceful walk ? 

What 1 can no more your scenes paternal please, 

Scenes sacred long to uisc, unmated ease? 

The prospect lengthen’d o’er the distant down, 

Lakes, meadows, rising woods, and all your own ? 

What 1 shall your Newstead, shall jour cloister’d bowers, 
The high o’erhanging arch and trembling towers ' 

Shall these, profaned u ith folly or with strife, 

An ever fond, or ever angry wife ! 

Shall these no more confess a manly swaj, 

But changeful woman’s changing whims obey? 

Who maj , perhaps, as varying humour calls. 

Contract your cloisters and o’erthrow your w'alls , 

Let Repton loose o’er all the ancient ground. 

Change round to square, and square convert to round , 
Root up the elms’ and yews’ too solemn gloom, 

And fill with shrubbenes gay and green their room , 

Roll down the terrace to a gay parterre, 

Where gravel’d walks and flow ers alternate glare , 

And quite transform, m everj' point complete, 

Your Gothic abbej' to a country seat. 

Forget the fair one, and jour fate delay , 

If not avert, at least defer the day, 

^^^len jou beneath the female joke shall bend, 

And lose jour «//?, jour temper^ and jour fnend* 

Tnn ColL Camb , 1808 ] 

* [In his mother’s copy of Hobhouse’s volume, BvTon has 
written with a pencil, “ I have los! them all, and s/uill WED 
accordingly 1811. B ”] 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


Oh 1 by my soul, I see thee yet, 

"VVith eyes so languid, breast so fair, 

And lips, though silent, breathing love 


3* 

"When thus rechnmg on my breast. 

Those eyes threw hack a glance so sweet, 
As half reproach’d yet rais’d desire, 
And shll we near and nearer prest, 

And still our glowmg bps would meet, 

As if in kisses to expire 


4- 

And then those pensive eyes would close. 
And bid their lids each other seek, 

Veihng the azure orbs below , 

AVhile theu: long lashes’ darken’d gloss 
Seem’d steahng o’er thy brilliant cheek. 
Like raven’s plumage smooth’d on snow 

5 

I dreamt last night our love return’d, 

And, sooth to say, that very dream 
Was sueeter m its phantasy, 

Than if for other hearts I bum’d. 

For eyes that ne’er like thine could beam 
In Rapture’s vild reality 


TO A \OUTHFUL FRIEND 
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6 

Then tell me not, remind me not,*- 
or hours nhich, though for ever gone, 

Can shll a pleasmg dream restore,®- 
Till thou and I shall be forgot. 

And senseless, as the mouldermg stone 
'\^^llch tells that we shall be no more 

Au" 13 iSoS [First published, 1S09 j 


TO A YOUTHFUL FRIEND‘D 

I 

Few years have pass’d smee thou and I 
Were firmest friends, at least in name. 
And Childhood's gay smeentj* 

Presen ed our feelings long the same.*’’ 


I j?ifr rre t ct, rattnd tre no' — [JAS" A.] 

II Must s^U —{ms Z.] 

in Te Ssr JS\ X> , eu f-ss sssss ^ tie ci/Tcsster, "Seji:: ci nstert as 
osrztl^"-^^rS Z.] 

IV 'T'rm \CiU sny fnmd sf s'tll srstk ika 
TTreu^f- cciTx scatc cf joy and -mr, 

Tf-ct A outfit catld era- d-crssldd te 

As -iir/T" as si -res Tcnl to — [jl/S Z ] 
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2 . 

But now, like me, too well thou knoVst '■ 
\^Tiat trifles oft the heart recall , 

And those who once have loved the most 
Too soon forget they lov’d at all 

3 

And such the change the heart displa)'s, 
So frail is earlj friendship’s reign,®- 
A month’s brief lapse, perhaps a day’s, 
Wll vieu thy mind estrang’d again 

4 

If so, it nev er shall be mme 

To mourn the loss of such a heart , 

The fault ras Nature’s fault, not thme, 
tMiich made thee fickle as thou art 

5 

As rolls the Ocean’s changmg tide, 

So human feehngs ebb and flow. 

And who v ould m a breast confide 
Atftiere stormy passions ever glow ? 

1 And yet like me. — Z] 

u Forget they ever — L Imti and Transl , p 
lu So short — L ] 

IV a day 

M'ill send my fnendshsp back again — [-h/S L J 
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6 

It boots not that, together bred, 

Our childish da}’s nere da}-s of ]0> 

My spnng of life has quickly fled , 

Thou, too, hast ceas’d to be a boy 

7 

And when we bid adieu to youth, 

Slaves to the speaous World's controul, 

We sigh a long farewell to truth , 

That World corrupts the noblest soul. 

8 

Ah, joyous season ! when the mind' 

Dares all things boldly but to he , 

'\'\Tien Thought ere spoke is imconfin’d, 

And sparkles in the placid eye 

9 

Not so m Man’s maturer years, 

AtTien Man himself is but a tool , 
tMien Interest swaj-s our hopes and fears, 

And all must loie and hate by rule, 
ro 

With fools in kindred vice the same,' 

We learn at length our faults to blend , 

And those, and those alone, maj claim 
The prostituted name of fnend. 

1 fixt wiiw t^'fs are the tatre 

fcttl't vnth cun r'ay Ucnd — [MS Z.] 

I [Stanias S-g arc not in the MS ] 

\0L I T 
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HOURS OF IDLEN'ESS 


11. 

Such IS the common lot of man 

Can we then ’scape from folly free ? 
Can we reverse the general plan, 

, Nor be what all in turn must he ? 

12 . 

No , for m)'self, so dark my fate 

Through every turn of life hath been , 
Man and the World so much I hate, 

I care not when I qmt the scene. 

13 

But thou, with spmt frail and light, 

Wilt shme ai\hile, and pass away , 

As glow-worms sparkle through the night, 
But dare not stand the test of day 


14 - 

Alas ! wheneve "'i’ollv " 

(Forchemhdfi,. 

Th.welcom=t 


EVn now thou’rt nij 
One insect to the 
And still thy trifling 


5 

ghtly 


seen 


to add 

crowd j 


fluttering ' 

™ j, heart is glad 

To jom the vain aik proud. 
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16. 

There dost thou glide from fair to fair, 

Still simpermg on with eager haste, 

As flies along the gay parterre. 

That tamt the flowers they scarcely taste. 

17 

But say, what nymph will prize the flame 
Which seems, as marshy vapours move. 

To flit along from dame to dame. 

An ignis-fatuus gleam of love ? 

18 

A^fliat fnend for thee, howe’er mchn’d, 

Will deign to own a kindred care ? 

Who will debase his manly mind, 

For friendship every fool may share ? 

19 

In time forbear , amidst the throng 
No more so base a thing be seen , 

No more so idly pass along. 

Be somethmg, any thmg, but — mean. 

August 20ti, j8o8 [Fust published, 1809 ] 



276 


HOURS OF IDLENESS 


LINES INSCRIBED UPON A CUP FORJIEt) 
FROM A SKULL.i 

I 

St^rt not — nor deem my spint fled 
In me behold the only skull, 

From -which, unlike a living head. 

Whatever flows is never dull. 


2 

I lived, I loved, I quafiPd, like thee 
I died let earth my bones resign , 
Fill up — thou canst not mjure me. 

The worm hath fouler hps than thine. 


3 

Better to hold the sparkling grape. 

Than nurse the earth-worm’s slimy brood , 

And circle m the goblet’s shape 

The drink of Gods, than reptile’s food 

I [Byron gave Medwin the follo-\ving account of 
The gardener in digging [discovered] a skull 
probably belonged to some joUy friar or monk of the abaej, 
about the time it was dis-monastened. Observing it to be o 
giant size, and in a perfect state of preservation, a 
fancy seized me of hawng it set and mounted as a or^ 
ing cup I accordingly sent it to toivn, and it 
ivith a very high polish, and of a mottled colour like w 
toiseshell ” — Medwin’s Co 7 iversatioiis, 1824, p 87 ] 
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4 - 

■Where once my wit, perchance, hath shone, 

In aid of others’ let me shme , 

And when, alas ! our brains are gone, 

AVhat nobler substitute than wme ? 

5 

Quaff while thou canst another race, 

■\Vhen thou and thme, like me, are sped, 

May rescue thee from earth’s embrace. 

And rhyme and revel with the dead 

6 

llTiy not ? since through hfe’s little day 
Our heads such sad effects produce , 

Redeem’d from worms and ivasting clay, 

This chance is theua, to be of use 

Ncwstead Abbey, 1808 [First published in the 

seventh ediUon of Chtlde Harold ] 


tVELL! THOU ART HAPPY ‘■i 


I 

Well 1 thou art happy, and I feel 
That I should thus be happy too , 

1 To Hfrs [erased] — [rlAY A.] 

To \Iimt and Traml Hobhouse, 1S09 ] 

1 [These lines acre wntten after dining at Anneslc) 
wth Mr and Mrs Chauorth Musters Their daughter, 
bom 1S06, and noiv Mrs Hamond, of Westacre, Norfolk, is 
still (January, 1S9S) li\ang] 
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For slill my heart regards thy i\eal 
Warmly, as it was w ont to do 

2 

Thy husband’s blest — and ’twill impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot 
But let them pass — Oh ' how my heart 
AVould hate him if he loved thee not • 

3 

A\'hen late I san thy favounte child, 

I thought m 3 ' jealous heart would break, 
But when the unconscious infant smil’d, 

I kiss’d It for its mother’s sake. 

4* 

I kiss’d It, — and repress’d my sighs 
Its father m its face to see , 

But then it had its mother’s eyes, 

And they were all to love and me 

5 “- 

Mary, adieu 1 I must awaj' 

MTiile thou art blest I’ll not repine , 

But near thee I can nei er stay , 

RI}' heart would soon again be thine. 

1. Some pang la see nvoTs lot — [jllS L ] 

u MS L inserts — 

Poor lUtU pledge of mnhtal lm.e, 

I "voiUd i at Ititrl a hair of thee. 

Although tkj hrth si old d chance to prone 
Thy parotid bliss — otj miser) 



WELL' THOU ART HAPPY 

6 

I deem’d that Time, I deem’d that Pnde, 
Had quench’d at length my boyish flame , 
Nor knew, till seated by thy side. 

My heart m all, — save hope, — the same 

7 

Yet TOS I calm I knew the time 

My breast would thnll before thy look , 
But now to tremble were a cnme — 

We met, — and not a nerve was shook 

8 

1 saw thee gaze upon my face. 

Yet meet with no confusion there 
One only feehng couldst thou trace , 

The sullen calmness of despair 


9- 

Away 1 awa)' ! my early dream 
Remembrance ne\er must awake 
Oh 1 where is Lethe’s fabled stream ? 
My foolish heart be still, or break 
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Nevembcr 2, iSoS [First published, 1S09 ] 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS 


INSCRIPTION ON THE MONUMENT OF A 
NEIITOUNDLAND DOG^ 

When some proud son of man returns to earth, 
Unkno\TO to glory, but upheld by birth, 

The sculptor’s art exhausts the pomp of woe 
And stoned urns record who rest below 
"When all is done, upon the tomb is seen. 

Not what he was, but what he should have been 

I [This monument is placed in the garden of Newstead 
A prose inscription precedes the verses • — 

“ Near this spot 

Are deposited the Remains of one 
■^Tio possessed Beauty wthout Vanitj , 

Strength wthout Insolence, 

Courage wthout Ferocity, 

And all the Virtues of Man without his Vices 
This Praise^ which would be unmeaning Flatter)’ 

If inscribed o\er human ashes, 

Is but a just tribute to the Memorj’ of 
BOATSWAIN, a Dog, 

Who was bom at Newfoundland, May, 1803, 

And died at Newstead Abbey, Nov 18, 1808” 

B>Ton thus announced the death of his favountc 
fnend Hodgson — “Boatsw-am is dead '—he expired m a state 
of madness on the i8th after suffenng much, yet “ 

all the gentleness of his nature to the last , never atteinp0‘'6 
to do the least injury to any one near him I have now 0 
eveiythmg except old Murray” In the will which m'- 
poet executed in 1811, he desired to be buned m the va 
with his dog, ind Joe Murray was to have the honour 
makmg one of the part)' When the poet was on his trai 
a gentleman, to whom Murray showed the tomb, 
“WeU, old boy, you will take >our place here some 
years hence” “ I don’t know that, sir,” replied Joe , » ^ 
sure his lordship would come here I should bke W w^ 
enough, but I should not like to he alone with the dog 
PP 73 , 131 ] 
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But the poor dog, in life the firmest fnend, 

The first to welcome, foremost to defend, 

'\^^^ose honest heart is still his master’s own, 

'\^'ho labours, fights, hves, breathes for him alone. 
Unhonour’d falls, unnoticed all his worth — 

Denied in heaven the soul he held on earth 
■\Vhile Man, vam msect ! hopes to be forgiven. 

And claims himself a sole exclusive Heaven 
Oh Man ! thou feeble tenant of an hour. 

Debased by slavery, or corrupt by power, 

^ATio knows thee well must quit thee vnth disgust. 

Degraded mass of animated dust 1 

Thy love is lust, thy fnendship all a cheat, 

Thy smiles hypocnsy, thy words deceit ' 

By nature vile, ennobled but by name. 

Each kmdred brute might bid thee blush for shame 
Ye ! who perchance behold this simple urn. 

Pass on — It honours none you wish to mourn 
To mark a Fnend's remams these stones arise , 

I never knew but one, — and here he lies '■ 

Newsfead Abbey, October $< 3 , 180S [First published, 1809 ] 

1 I hicw hit one uneftan^d — and here he lies — 

[Imit and Transl , p 191 ] 
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TO A LAD\V 

ox BEING ASKED IIV REASON FOR QUITTING E^ GLAND 
IN THE SPRING ‘• 


I. 

'\\'HEN JIan, expeli’d from Eden’s bowers, 
A moment linger’d near the gate, 

Eacn scene recall d the %-anish’d hours, 
And bade him curse his future fate 


But, wandenng on through distant climes 
He learnt to bear ms load of gnef ; 
Just ga\e a sigh to other times, 

And found m busier scenes relief 


o 

Thus, Lady > will it be with me.^ 

And I must Yiew thy charms no more , 

For, while I hnger near to thee, 

I sigh for all I knew before. 

I Tt-e Fcrr-dl To c Led} — [/r-;' erd Tre-s ] 
u. Thut dTcr} > (Mrs M^os) — { l/S- ] 

I [BjTon had written to his mother on Noi ember 2. 
announcing his intention of saihng for India in the 
ing March. Sec Cdtldc Harold canto i. st. 3 ' 

Letter to Hodgson Xo*- 27, 180S.3 
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4 

In flight I shall be surely wise, 

Escaping from temptation’s snare , 

I cannot view my Paradise 
Without the wish of dwelhng there ^ 

Decemhtr 2, i8o8 [First published, 1809 ] 


FILL THE GOBLET AGAIN"- 


A SONG 
I 

Fill the goblet again 1 for I never before 
Felt the glow which now gladdens my heart to its core , 
Let us drmk! — who would not? — smce, through hfe’s 
vaned round, 

In the goblet alone no decepbon is found 

1 Wthmit a wish fo enter there — [Imtt and Transl , p 196 ] 

11. Song — \Imit and Transl , p 204.] 

1 [In an unpublished letter of Byron to dated ivithin 

a few days of his final departure from Italy to Greece, m 
, 1823, he writes “Miss Chaworth ivas two years older than 
mjself She mamed a mm of an ancient and respectable 
lamil), but her marriage was not a happier one than my 
o'vn Her conduct, however, was irreproachable , but there 
not sympathy between their characters I had not seen 
uCT for many years nhen an occasion offered to me, January, 
1814. I n-as upon the point, wath her consent, of paying her 
A ^aslt, when my sister, who has always had more influence 
tme else, persuaded me not to do it 
,^°r, said she, “if you go you will fall in lo\e again, and 
turn toere will be a scene , one step will lead to another, ei 

ccla fera wi fclat'"^ 
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I have tned in its turn all that life can suppl} , 

I have bask’d in the beam of a dark rolling e}e, 

I have lov ’d ' — ho has not ? — but wdiaf heart can 
declare 

That Pleasure existed iihile Passion was there? 

3 

In the daj's of niy }outh, i\hen the heart’s in its spring, 
And dreams that iVfFection can never take wing, 

I had friends' — riho has not? — but vihat tongue will 
avow , 

That friends, rosy i\me ' are so faithful as thou ’ 

4 

The heart of a mistress some boy may estrange. 
Friendship shifts with the sunbeam — thou never canst 
change , 

Thou grow’st old — who does not ? — but on earth what 
appears, 

■WTiose virtues, like thme, still mcrease with its years? 

5 

Yet if blest to the utmost that Love can bestow, 

Should a nval bow down to our idol below, 

We are jealous 1 — who’s not? — thou hast no such alloy. 
For the more that enjoy thee, the more we enjoy 
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Then the season of youth and its vanities past, 

Fot refuge we fly to the goblet at last , 

There we find — do we not ? — the flow of the soul, 

That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl. 

7 

■\Vhen the bo\ of Pandora was open’d on earth. 

And Misery’s tnumph commenc’d over Mirth, 

Hope was left, — was she not ? — but the goblet we kiss. 
And care not for Hope, who are certain of bliss 

8 . 

Long hfe to the grape 1 for when summer is flown. 

The age of oiu- nectar shall gladden our own 

We must die — who shall not? — May our sms be forgiven. 

And Hebe shall never be idle in Heaven 

[First published, 1809 ] 


STANZAS TO A LADY, ON LEAVING ENGLAND ' 

I 

’Tis done — ^and shivenng m the gale 
The bark unfurls her snou’y sail , 

And whisthng o’er the bendmg mast. 

Loud smgs on high the fresh’nmg blast , 

And I must from this land be gone, 

Because I cannot love but one 
1 To Mrs Musters — [AAV ] 

To on Leaving England — [Lmtt and Transl , p 227 ] 
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2 

But could I be what I have been, 

And could I see what I hai e seen — 
Could I repose upon the breast 
\Much once my warmest wishes blest — 
I should not seek another zone, 
Because I cannot love but one 

o 

’Tis long since I beheld that eye 
"lATiich gave me bliss or miser) , 

And I hav e stnven, but m vain, 

Never to think of it again : 

For though I fly from Albion, 

I still can only love but one 

4 

As some lone burd, without a mate, 

^ly wear}' heart is desolate , 

I look around, and cannot trace 
One fnendly smile or v\ elcome face, 
And e/n m crowds am sUll alone, 
Because I cannot love but one 

5 

And I will cross the whitenmg foam, 
And I will seek a foreign home, 


V 
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Till I forget a false fair face, 

I ne’er shall find a resting-place , 

My own dark thoughts I cannot shun. 

But ever love, and love but one 

6 

The poorest, veriest wretch on earth 
Still finds some hospitable hearth, 

■Wfiiere Friendship’s or Love’s softer glow 
Maj' smile m joy or soothe m woe , 

But finend or leman I have none,*' 

Because I cannot love but one. 

7 

1 go — ^but wheresoe’er I flee 
There’s not an ej'e will weep for me , 

There’s not a kmd congenial heart, 

IVhere I can claim the meanest part , 

Nor thou, who hast my hopes undone, 

ATOt sigh, although I love but one. 

S 

To think of ei ery early scene, 

Of vhat we are, and what ve'ie been, 

Would whelm some softer hearts inth a oe — 
But mme, alas ! has stood the blou , 

Yet still beats on as it begun, 

And ne\er truly loves but one 

frtmd cr Irtr I karr nore — \Tmtt at d Trarsl , p 220 ] 
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9 

And ■who that dear lo'v’d one may be, 

Is not for -vTilgar eyes to see , 

And -w'hy that early love ■was cross’d, 

Thou kno^w’st the best, I feel the most , 

But few that dwell beneath the sun 
Have loved so long, and loved but one 

10 

I’ve tried another’s fetters too, 

With charms perchance as fair to ■new' , 

And I would fam have loved as well, 

But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A lundred care for aught but one 

11 

’Twould soothe to take one hngermg new', 

And bless thee m my last adieu , 

Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 
For him that wanders o’er the deep , 

His home, his hope, his youth are gone,’ 

Yet still he loves, and loves but one ”■ 

1809 [First published, iSo 9 1 

1. Though •whercsof cr vty {•ark may run, 1 

I iov£ bat thci, I Ici£ bat one — \Imit and Trausb , P 
T 1 0 land rCi.oa(s hts Bark is gone, 
le! still he loves ard lozes but one — [hlS ] 
u J 'et far a- .-ay he laves Hi one —{MS ] 


V 
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BY 
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“ I had rather be a kitten, and cry, mew 1 
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers ” 

Shakespeare 

" Snch shameless Bards we have , and yet ’bs tme. 
There are as mad, abandon’d Cntics, too " 

Pope 
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PREFACE ^ 


All my fncttdsy learned and unlearned, have urged me not 
to publish this Satire with my nanu. If 1 •were to be “ tunned 
from the career of my humour by guibblus quick, and paper 
bullets of the brain” I should have complied vnth their 
counsel But I am not to be terrified by abuse, or bullied by 
mnevers, vnth or vsithout am^ I can safely say that I 
have attacked nore personally, -aiho did not commence on the 
ofiir,sne An Authors vjorks arc public property he mho 
purchases may judge, and publish hts opinion if he pleases ^ 
and the Autl ors I have endeavoured to commemorate may 
o by me as J have done by them. I dare say they will succeed 
jetier in condcmrtng n.y scribbltrgs, tl an in maiding their 
wn But my object is not to prove that J car. write 'veil, 
it, if possible, to make others write better 
, As the Poem has met with far more success than I 
jcpected, I have endeavoured it. this Edition to make some 
:fdditions ard alterations, to rerdtr it more worthy of public 
perusal 

I [The Preface, as it is here pnnted, was prefixed to the 
Second, Third, and Fourth Editions of Eiglish Bards, and 
Scotch Reviewers The preface to the First Edition began 
mth the words, With regard to the real talents,” etc. ^ee 
o\ erleaf, line 1 1) The text of the poem follows that of the 
suppressed Fifth Edition, which passed under B>Ton’s own 
supervision, and was to hare been issued m 1S12. From 
that Edition the Preface was altogether excluded 

In an annotated copj of the Fourth Edition, of i8ii, 
underneath the note, This preface was written for the 
Second Edition, and pnnted mth it. The noble author had 
left this country previous to the publication of that Edition, 
and is not yet returned,” Byron wrote, m 1S16, “He js, 
and gone again.” — MS Notes from this \olume, which is 
now m Mr Murray’s possession, arc marked — B , 1S16.] 
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In ihc First Edition of this Satirc^^ubhslicd anonymously, 
fourteen lines on ihc subject of Bosvleds Pofe were wniten by, 
and inserted at the request of, an ingenious fnend of minc^ 
ivho has now in the press a volume of Poetry In the 
present Edition they arc erased, and some of my own substi- 
tuted in their stead j my only reason for this being that which 
I conceive would operate with any othei person in the same 
manner, — a determination not to publish with my name any 
production, which was not entirely and exclusively my own 
composition 

With ^ regard to the real talents of many of the poetical 
persons whose performances are mentioned or alluded tout 
the following pages, it is presumed by the Author that there 
can be little dijference of opinion in the Public at large, 
though, like other sectaries, each has his separate tabernacle 
of proselytes, by whom his abilities arc over-rated, his faults 
overlooked, and his metrical canons received without scruple 
and without consideration But the unquestionable possession 
of considerable genius by several of the writers here censure^' 
? enders their mental prostitution more to be regretted In' 
beality may be pitied, or, at worst, laughed at and forgotten: 
perverted powet s demand the most dtcidcd reprehension 
one can wish more than the Author that some known aih 
able writer had undertaken their exposure, but Mr Gifforo 
has devoted himself to Massinger, and, in the absence of thi 
regular physician, a country practitioner may, in cases oj^ 
absolute necessity, be allowed to prescribe his nostium to 
prevent the extension of so deplorable an epidemic, provided 
there be no quackery tn his treatment of the malady A 
caustic IS here offered, as xt is to be feared nothing short of 
actual cautery can recover the numerous patients afflicted 
with the present prevalent and distressingTdh\zs for rhyming 
— As to the Edinburgh RcAueivers, it would indeed require 
an Hercules to crush the Hydra, but if the Author succeeds 
in merely “ brittsing one of the heads of the serpent,” though 
hts own hand should suffer xn the encounter, he will be amply 
satisfied 

1 John Cam Hobhouse 

2 [Preface to the First Edition ] 



INTRODUCTION TO ENGLISH BARDS, AND 
SCOTCH REVIEWERS 


i HE article upon Hours of Idleness “ which Lord Brougham 
after denying it for thirty years, confessed that he had 
written” {Notes from a Diary, by Sir hi E Grant Duff, 
1897, 11. 1S9), was published in the Edinburgh Review of 
Januar)', 1808 English Bards, and Scotch Ran ewers did 
not appear till hlarch, 1809 The article gave the oppor- 
timit) for the publication of the satire, but onlj in part 
provoLcd its composition. Years later, ByTon had not for- 
gotten Its effect on his mind On April 26, 1821, he 
ivrote to Shelley “ I recollect the effect on me of the 
Edinburgh on my first poem it was rage and resistance 
and redress but not despondency nor despair” And on 
the same date to Murray “ I know by axpcnence that a 
saiaige review is hemlock to a sucking author , and the one 
on me (which produced the English Bards, etc ) knocked 
me down, but I got up again,” etc It must, however, be 
remembered that Byaon had his weapons ready for an 
attack before he used them in defence In a letter to Miss 
Pigot, dated October 26, 1807, he says that “ he has waitten 
one poem of 3S0 lines to be published in a few weeks wath 
notes The poem is a Satire ” It was entitled British 
Bards, and finally numbered 520 Imes With a new to 
publication, or for his own comcnience, it was put up in 
type and printed in quarto sheets A single copy , nViich be 
kept for corrections and additions, w as presen ed by Dallas, 
and IS now m the Bntish Museum After the renew 
appeared, he enlarged and recast the British Bards, and in 
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March, 1809, the Satire was published anonjmously BjTon 
was at no pains to conceal the authorship of English Bards, 
and Scotch Rcvtcvjcrs, and, before starting on his Pilgnm jge, 
he had prepared a second and enlarged edition, which came 
out in October, 1809, with his name prefixed Tno more 
editions were called for in his absence, and on his return 
he revised and pnnted a fifth, when he suddenly resolved to 
suppress the w'ork. On his homeward voj age he expressed, 
in a letter to Dallas, June 28, 1811, his regret at having 
ivntten the Satire. A year later he became intimate, among 
others, with Lord and Lady Holland, whom he had assailed 
on the supposition that they were the instigators of the 
article in the Edinburgh Review, and on being told by 
Rogers that thej' wished the Satire to be withdrawn, he gave 
orders to his publisher, Cawthom, to bum the whole im- 
pression A few copies escaped the flames One of tivo 
copies retained by Dallas, which afterwards belonged to 
Murray, and is now m his grandson’s possession, ivas the 
foundation of the tex-t of 1831, and of all subsequent issues. 
Another copy which belonged to Dallas is retamed in the 
British Museum 

Towards the close of the last century there had been an 
outburst of satincal poems, written in the style of the 
Dunciad and its offspnng the Rosciad Of these, Gifford’s 
Bavtad and j(i794-5), T J Mathias’ Pursuits 

of Literature (1794-7), were the direct progenitors of English 
Bards, and Scotch Reviewers The Rolliad (i794)> the 
Chtldten of Apollo (circ 1794), Canning’s New Morality 
(1798), andWolcot’s coarse but vinle lampoons, must also be 
reckoned among Byron’s earlier models The mimstry’ of 
“All the Talents” gave nse to a fresh batch of political 
jeux d'espnts, and in 1807, when Byron was stiU at Cam- 
bridge, the air was full of these ephemera To name only 
a few, .<4// the Talents, hy Polybius (Eaton Stannard Barrett), 
was answered by All the Blocks, an antidote to All the 
Talents, by Flagellum (W H Ireland) , Elijah’s Mantle, a 
^ tribute to the memory of the R H William Pitt, by James 
Sayer, the cancatunst, provoked Melvtllds Mantle, being 
a Parody on Elijalis Mantle The Simpliciad, A 
Satinco-Didactic Poem, and Lady Anne Hamilton’s Epics 
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of the Ton, are also of the same penod One and all hat e 
penshed, but Btaon read them, and m a greater or less 
degree thcj supplied the impulse to n-nte m the fashion of 
the* dat 

British Bards nould have lived, but, unquestionablj , the 
spur of the article, a year’s delay, and, above all, the advice 
and cnbcism of his friend Hodgson, who was at work on 
his Gentle Alterative for the Revieruers, 1S09 (for further 
details, see vol 1 , Letters, Letter 102, note i), produced the 
bnUiant success of the enlarged satire. English Bards, and 
Scotch Rctneviersvms recognized at once as a work of genius 
It has intercepted the popularity of its great predecessors, 
who are often quoted, but seldom read It is still a popular 
poem, and appeals with fresh delight to readers who know 
the names of manj of the “bards” onlj because Bj-ron 
mentions them, and count others whom he ridicules among 
the greatest poets of the centuiy 




ENGLISH BARDS. 

AND 

SCOTCH reviewers; 


Still" must I hear? — shall hoarse “ Fitzgerald bawl 

His creaking couplets in a tavern hall, 

And I not sing, lest, haply, Scotch Revieu’s 

Should dub me scribbler, and denounce my Muse ? 

I “ The btiiding of this volume is considerabl) too valuable 
for the contents Nothing but the consideration of its being 
the propert) of another, prevents me from consigning this 
miserable record of misplaced anger and indiscriminate 
aenmony to the flames ” — B , 1816 
3 Imitation 

“ Semper ego auditor tantum ? nunquanme reponam, 
Vexatus toties rauci Theseide Codia ? ” 

JOTENAL, Satire I \ i 

3 “ Hoarse Fiiagcrald” — “ Right enough , but nhj notice 
such a mountebank?” — B ,1816 

Mr Fitzgerald, facetiously termed bj Cobbett the “ Small 
Beer Poet,” mflicts his annual tribute of \ erse on the Literary 
Fimd not content with imtmg, he spouts m person, after 
the company hate imbibed a reasonable quantitj of bad 
port, to enable them to sustain the operation [AVilliam 
Thomas Fitzgerald (cur 1759-1S29) played the part of un- 
official poet laureate His loyal recitations tv ere reported 
by the newspapers He published, inter aha, A’ctson's 
Irtnmph {1798), Tears oj Hibernia, dispelled h}< t] e Union 
(1802), and Nihon's Tomb (1S06) He owes his fame to the 
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Prep-ire for rhjTne — I’ll j)ubl!sh, nght or wrong 
Fools nrc my theme, let Satire be m> song ' 


Oh ' Nature’s noblest gift — my grey goose-quiil ' 
Sla\e of mj thoughts, obedient to my will, 

Tom from thy parent bird to form a pen, 

That might}’ instrument of little men I 10 

The pen 1 foredoomed to aid the mental throes 
Of brams that labour, big wntb Verse or Prose , 
Though N}mphs forsake, and Critics ma} dende, 

The Loier’s solace, and the Author’s pnde 
VTiat Wits ! what Poets dost thou dail} raise ' 

How’ frequent is thy use, how’ small thy praise ! 

1 Truth be theme, and Cenntre gitide rtv — 1^1/5 M] 

first line of Evghsh Bards, and the famous parodj m 
Rejicted Addresses The following jeux eVesprits were tran- 
scribed b\ R C Dallas on a blank leaf of a cop} of the 
Fifth Edition — 

“ Wntten on 1 cop^ of Enqltsh Bards at the ‘ Alfred b} 
W T Fitrgerald, Esq — 

‘ I find Lord B}Ton scorns in) Muse 
Our Fates ire ill agreed , 

The Verse is safe, I can’t abuse 
Those lines I ncicr rend 

Signed W T F ^ 

Answ er w niten on the same page b) Lord B}Ton — 

“ Wbat’s wnl on me,” cries Fitz, “ I ne\ er read ” ' 

WTiat’s wTit b^ thee, dear FiU, none wall, indeed 
The case stands simpl) thus, then, honest Fitz, 

Thou and thine enemies are fairlj quits , 

Or rather w ould be. if for time to come, 

They luckily were deaf, or thou wert dumb , 

But to their pens while scribblers add their tongues, 

The Waiter only can escape their lungs.'] 


Compare Hints from Hoi ace, 1 SoS note 1 
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Condemned at length to be forgotten qmte, 

Wth all the pages which ’tiras thme to vTite 
^ But thou, at least, mme omti especial pen > *• 

Once laid aside, hut now assumed agam, 20 

Our task complete, like Hamef s ^ shall be free , 
Though spumed by others, yet beloved by me 
Then let us soar to-day , no common theme. 

No Eastern vision, no distempered dream “ 

Inspires — our patli, though full of thorns, is plam , 
Smooth be the verse, and easy be the strain 


IMien Vice tnumphant holds her sov’reign sw’ay, 

Obey’d by aU who nought beside obey , “• 

IVhen Folly, frequent harbinger of cnme. 

Bedecks her cap ivith bells of every Clime , “ 30 

IVhen knaves and fools combmed o’er all prevail. 

And weigh their Justice in a Golden Scale , 

E’en then the boldest start from public sneers. 

Afraid of Shame, unknoim to other fears, 

I But thou, at least, rinne civts especial guill 
Dipt in the cie-v drvps from Pamassti/ hill, 

Shalt eter honmireJ and regarded be. 

By more beside no doubt, y et still by me — [yl/’i' l\I ] 
ii And men through life her 'inlling slaves obey 

[yl/i’ Seeond, Third, and Fourth Editions ] 
ui Unfolds her motley store to suit the time — 

[MS Second, Third, and Fourtl Editions ] 
i\ tlTieu Jiistiee halts and Right begins to fail — 

[AAy Second, Third, and Fourth Editions 1 

1 Cid Hamct Bcnengdi promises repose to lus pen, in the 
last chapter of Don Quixote Oh 1 that our \ olummous 
n would follow the example of Cid Hamet Benengch 1 
“ This must ha\ c been waaltcn in the spint of prophecj ” 
, iSiO 
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More darkly sin, by Satire kept m a'v\ e, 

And shnnk from Ridicule, though not from Law 

t 

Such IS the force of Wit ' but not belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song , 

The royal vices of our age demand 
A keener weapon, and a mightier hand 4° 

Still there are folhes, e’en for me to chase, 

And yield at least amusement in the race 
Laugh w’hen I laugh, I seek no other fame. 

The crj’ is up, and scnbblcrs are my game 
Speed, Pegasus ! — ye strains of great and small, 

Ode 1 Epic ' El^ ' — ^have at you all ' 

I, too, can scraw’l, and once upon a time 
I poured along the town a flood of rhyrnie, 

A schoolboy freak, unworthy praise or blame , 

I pnnted — older children do the same 5° 

’Tis pleasant, sure, to see one’s name m pnnt , 

A Book’s a Book, altho’ there’s nothmg m’t 
Not that a Title’s soundmg charm can save*' 

Or scrawl or scnbbler from an equal grave 
This Lamb ^ must owm, smce his patncian name 

I A mortal loeapm — [ilAS' il/] 

II Yet T^tlYs sotindin^t lineage cannot serve 
Or serasol or scnbbler from an equal grave, 

Lamb had his farce but that Patncian name 

Failed to preserve the spunoits brat from shame — [iIAS" ] 

I “ He’s a \ery good fellow , and, except his mothw and 
sister, the best of the set, to my mind.” — B , iSi6 [Avilli^ 
(1779-1848) and George (1784-1834) Lamb, sons of Sw 
Peniston Lamb (Viscount Melbourne, 1828), by Elizabeth, 
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Palled to preserve the spunous Farce from shame 
No matter, George continues still to write, ^ 

Tho’ now the name is veiled from pubhc sight 
Moved by the great example, I pursue 
The self-same road, but make my own review 60 
Not seek great Jeffrey’s, yet like him will be 
Self-constituted Judge of Poesy 


A man must serve his time to every trade 
Save Censure — Cntics all are ready made 
Take hackneyed jokes from Miller,® got by rote, 

With just enough of learning to misquote , 

only daughter of Sir Ralph Milbanke, were Lndj Byron’s 
first cousins William married, in 1805, Lady Caroline 
Ponsonby, the writer of Glcnarvoft George, who was one 
of the carl) contnbutors to the Edinburgh Revieiv, married 
in 1809 Caroline Rosalie Adelaide St. Jules At the time 
of the separation, Lady Caroline Lamb and Mrs George 
Lamb ivarmly e^oused Lady Byron’s cause. Lady Mel- 
bourne and her daughter Lady Coivper (afterwards Ladi 
Palmerston) were rather agamst than for Lady B)Ton 
William Lamb iras discreetly silent, and George Lamb 
declaimed against Lady Byron, calling her a d-— — d fool 
Hence Lord Byron’s praises of George Cf line 517 of 
English Bards J 

1 This ingenuous youth is mentioned more particularl) , 

with his production, in another place, post, 1 516 ) 

“ Spunous Brat ” [sec variant 11 p 30o],that is the farce, the 
ingenuous youth who begat it is mentioned more particularly 
aath his offspnng m another place. [Note bfS [The 
farce liBust/e /or It a-as paformed tao or three times at 
Covent Garden Theatre in 1807 ] 

2 In the Edinburgh Review 

^ [The proverbial “Joe” Miller, an actor bj profession 
(1684-1738), aas a man of no education, and is said to ha\c 
been unable to read His reputation rests mainly on the ' 
book of jests compiled after his death, and attributed to him 
b) John Mottlci (First Edition. T Read 1739)] 



302 ENGLISH BARDS, AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS 

A man -n ell skilled to find, or forge a fault , 

A turn for punnmg — call it AtDc salt , 

To Jeefrev go, be silent and discreet, 

His pay IS just ten sterling pounds per sheet : 70 

Fear not to he, ’hull seem a sharfcr hit , ‘■ 

Shnnk not from blasphemy, ’tvull pass for vat , 

Care not for feeling — pass your proper jest, 

And stand a Cntic, hated yet caress’d 


And shall i\e own such judgment? no — as soon 
Seek roses m December — ice m June, 

Hope constancy m wind, or com m chaff, 

Belie\e a woman or an epitaph. 

Or any other thing that’s false, before 

You trust in Cntics, who themsehes are sore. So 

Or yield one single thought to be misled 

By Jeffrey’s heart, or Lamb’s Boeotian head ' 


I a lucky htU — [Secard, TJurd, and Fourth Editions ] 

I Messrs Jeffrey and Lamb arc the alpha and omega, 
the first and last of the Edinburgh Rcxucu/j the others^are 
mentioned hereafter [The MS Note is as follows — “Of 
the young gentlemen who write in the A /? , I have now 
named the alpha and omega, the first and the last, the best 
and the worst. The intermediate members are designated 
with due honour hereafter ”J 

“This ivas not just. Neither the heart nor the head of 
these gentlemen are at all what they' are here represented 
At the tune this was written, I was personally unacquainted 
ivith either” — B , 1816 

[Francis Jeffrey (1773-1S50) founded the Edinburgh Review 
in conjunction with Sydney Smith, Brougham, and Francis 
Homer, in 1802 In 1S03 he succeeded Smith as editor, and 
conducted the Review tiU 1829 Independence of publishers 
and high pay to contributors (“ Ten gumeas a sheet,” writes 
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To these young tyrants, by themselves misplaced, 
Combined usurpers on the Throne of Taste , 

To these, when Authors bend in humble awe, 
ilnd had their voice as Truth, their word as Law , 
AVhile these are Censors, ’tvrould be sm to spare , * 
^Vhlle such are Cntics, why should I forbear? 

But yet, so near all modem worthies run, 

'Tis doubtful whom to seek, or whom to shun , 90 

Nor know we when to spare, or where to stake, 

Our Bards and Censors are so much alike 


Southej'to Scott, June, 1807, “instead of seven pounds for 
the Annual,'' Life and Corr , 111 125) distinguished the new' 
journal from the first Jeffrey was called to the Scottish 
bar in 1794, and as an advocate was espcciall) successful 
wnth Junes Hewas constantlj cmplojcd, andwon fame and 
fortune. In 1S29 he was elected Dean of the Faculty of 
Advocates, and the following j ear, w hen the Whigs came into 
office, ho became Lord Advocate He sat as M P twice for 
Malton (1S30-1832), and, afterwards, for Edinburgh In 1834 
he WHS appointed a Judge of the Court of Sessions, when he 
took the title of Lord JrfTrcv BjTon had attacked Jeffrey in 
British Bards before his Hours of Idleness had been cut up 
bj the Edinburgh, and when the article appeared (Jan. 1S08), 
under thp mistaken impression that he was the author, 
denounced him at large (II 460-528) in the first edition of 
English Bards, and Scotch Rcvtexuers None the less, the 
great cntic did not fail to do ample justice to the poet’s 
mature work, and w on from him repeated acknow lodgments 
of his kindness and gencrositj (Sec Edinburgh Rcvieiv, 
\ ol NMi p 416, and BjTon’s comment in his Diary for 
March 20, 1814 1 lufe, p 232. Sec, too, Hints from Horaci, 
11 5S9-626 , and Don Juan, canto x. sL 1 1-16, and canto 
MI St. 16 Sec also Bagehot's LiUrary Studies, vol 1 
article 1 )] 

1 Imitation 

“ Stulta cst dementia, cum tot ubiquc 

occurras pcntuGc parccrc chart c ” 

JUVENVLj.Vc/ / 11 17, iS 
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Then should you ask me,^ why I venture o’er 
The path which Pope and Gifford ^ trod before , 

If not yet sickened, you can still proceed , 

Go on , my rhyme -mil tell you as you read 
“ But hold ' ” exclaims a friend, — “ here’s some neglect 
This — that — and t’other line seem mcorrect ” 

1 lillTATION 

“ Cur tamen hoc potius hbeat decurrere campo, 

Per quem magnus cquos Aunmcse flexit alumnus, 

Si vacat, et placidi rationem admithtis, edam ” 

JTuvenal, Sat / 11 19-21 

2 [WiUiarn Gifford (1756-1S26), a self-taught scholar, first 
a ploughhoy, then boy on board a Bnxham coaster, after- 
ivards shoemaker’s apprentice, was sent by friends to Exeter 
College, Oxford (1779-81) In the Bavtad (1794) and the 
McBviad (179s) he attacked many of the smaller ivnters of 
the daj , who nere either sillj, like the Della Cruscan School, 
or discreditable, like Williams, who wrote as “Anthony 
Pasqum ” In his Epistle to Peter Piiidar (1800) he laboured 
to ex-pose the true character of John Wolcot As editor of 

Anti-y acobin, or Weekly Examiner I 797 ) 1 ° 

July, 1798), ho supported the political view's of Canning and 
his friends As editor of the Quarterly Review, from its 
foundation (February', 1809) to his resignation in September, 
1824, he soon rose to literary eminence by his sound sense 
and adherence to the best models, though his judgments 
were sometimes narrow-minded and warped by pohtical pre- 
judice His editions of Massinger (1805), which superseded 
that of Monck Mason and Davies (1765), of Bui yonsoii 
(1816), of Ford (1S27), arc valuable To his translation of 
Juvenal (1802) IS prefixed his autobiography His trans- 
lation of Pcrsius appeared in 1821 To Gifford, Byron 
usually paid the utmost deference. “ Any suggestion of 
yours, eienif it were conveyed,” he wntes to him, m 1813, 
“ m the less tender te-xt of the Baviad, or a Monck Mason 
note to Massmger, would be obey cd ” See also his letter 
(September 20, 1821, Lifc,-p 531) “ I know no praise which 

would compensate me in my oivn mind for his censure 
Byron was attracted to Gifford, partly by his devotion to the 
classical models of literature, partly by the outspoken frank- 
ness of his literary cnticism, partly also, perhaps, by his 
phv sical deformitv J 
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\\Tmt then ? the self-same blunder Pope has got, 

And careless Dryden — “Aye, but Pye has not ’’ — • loo 
indeed ' — ^"tis granted, faith ' — but what care I ? 

Better to err with Pope, than shme with Pye ^ 


Time was, ere yet m these degenerate days ^ 

Ignoble themes obtamed mistaken praise, 

I [Henr) James Pye (1745-1813), M P for Berkshire, 
and afterwards Police Magistrate for Westminster, held the 
office of poet laureate from 1790 nil his death in 1813, suc- 
ceeding Thomas Warton, and succeeded by Southej He 
published Farrtncdott Htll in 1774, The Process of Rtjinc- 
inent in 1783, and a translation of Burger’s Lenore m 1795 
His name recurs m the Vision of Judgment, stanza \cii 
Lines 97-102 were inserted m the Fifth Edition ] 

2. [The first edition of the Satire opened with this line , 
and Byron’s original intention was to prefix the foUowmg 
argument, fijstl.pubhshed in Recollections, b> R C Dallas 
(1824) — 

“ Argujient 

“The poet considereth times past, and their pocsj — makes 
a sudden transition to times present — is incensed against 
book-makers — renleth Walter Scott for cupiditj and ballad- 
mongenng, with notable remarks on Master Southey — com- 
plaincth that Master Southej had inflicted three poems, epic 
and otherwise, on the public — imeighcth against William 
Wordsworth, but laudeth Mister Colendge and his elegj on a 
joung ass — is disposed to latupcratc Mr Lewis — and greatlj 
rcbuketh Thomas Little (the late) and Lord Strangford — 

recommendcth Mr Ha^lcJ to turn his attention to prose 

and cxhortcth the Moraiaans to glonfj Mr Grahame — sjan- 
pathiseth wath the Rev [William Bowles] — and deploreth the 
melanchol) fate of James Montgomerj — breaketh out mlo 
im-ectne against the Edinburgh Revaewers — calleth them 
hard names, harpies and the like — apostrophiseth Jeffrej, 
and prophesicth. — Episode of Jeffrey and Moore, their 
jeopardy and deliierancc , portents on the mom of the 
combat , the Tweed, Tolbootn, Fnth of Forth [and ArthuFs 
Seat, jVS] seierallj shocked, descent of a goddess to 
sa\c JelTrC) , incorporation of the bullets wath his sinciput 
and occiput — Edinburgh Rciaews eit masse — Lord Aberdeen, 

VOL I \ 
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Wlien Sense and Wjt mth Pousy allied, 

No Tabled Graces, flounsbed side by side. 

From the same fount their inspiration drew, 

And, rcare-d by Taste, bloomed fairer as they grew 

Tlicn, in tins happy Isle*, a Pores pu'C strain 

Sought the rapt soul to diami, nor sought in sain - i:o 

A polished nation’s praise aspired to claim, 

And raised llie people's, as the poi I's fame 

Like him great Dp,\dfn' poured llie tide of song. 

In stream less smooth, indeed, yet doubly strong 

Then CoNGRrar’s scenes could cheer, o- 0'n'’A\'’s melt,' 

For Nature then an English audience fell — 

But nhy these names, or greater sidl, retrace, 

MTien all to feebler Bards re*sign their place ? 

Yet to such times our lingenng looks are* cast, 

When taste and reason snlh those times arc past lao 

Non look around, and turn e.ach tnfling page, 

Surv’cy the preaous w orks that please the age , 

Herbert, Scott, H.-illam, PilHns, Lnnibc, Sydney Smith, 
Brougham, etc. — Lord Holl.nnd apphuded for dinners and 
tmnshtions. — The Dnina , Slcfnngton, Hook. Reynolds, 
Kennes, Cherry, etc. — Shendtn, Colmnn md Cumberland 
called upon [requested, jt/W ] to wite — Return to poesy 
scnbblcrs of all sorts — lords sometimes rhynne , much better 
not— Hnfu, Rosa Matilda, and X Y Z.— Rogers, Campbell, 
Gifford, etc true poets — Translators of the Greek Anthology 
— Crabbe — Daman’s style — Cambridge — Scatonian Pnie 
Smythc — Hodgson — Oxford — Richards — I’oela loquitur 
Conclusion ”] 

I [Lines 115, 1 16, were a MS addition to the pnnted terf 
of British Bards An alicmatix c x ersion has been pcncillca 
on the margin — 

“ Otway and Congrexe mimic scenes had woxc 
And Y allcr tuned his Lxtc to mightx Loxe.’’] 
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This truth at least let Satire’s self allow, 

No dearth of Bards can be complained of now ‘■ 

The loaded Press beneath her labour groans, “• 

And Printers’ devils shake their weary bones , 

ItTule Southey’s Epics cram the creaking shelves,™- 
And Little’s Lyncs shmein hot-pressed twelves ^ 
Thus saith the Preacher “ Nought beneath the sun 
Is new," * yet still from change to change ue run 130 
What -vaned wonders tempt us as they pass I 
The Cow-pox, Tractors, Galvanism, and Gas,® 

I No dearth of rhyme — \Bnttsh Bards ] 
u The Press oppress'd — \Brttish Bards ] 
ui WHitU South^s Epics load — [British Bards ] 

1 [Thomas Little was the name under which Moore’s 

earl) poems uere published. The Poetical IVorks of the late 
Thomas Little, Esq (1801) “ Twelves” refers to the “ duo- 

decimo ” Sheets, after pnnting, are pressed between cold or 
hot rollers, to impart smoothness of “ surface.” Hot rolling 
IS the more expensive process ] 

2 Eccles chapter 1 verse 9 

3 [At first sight BjTon appears to refer to the lighting of 
streets b) gas, espcciallj as the first shop lighted with it was 
that of Lardncr &. Co , at the comer of the Albany (June, 
1805), and as lamps were on view at the premises of the Gas 
Light and Coke Compam in Pall Mall from 180S onwards 
But It IS almost certain that he alludes to the “ sublimating 
gas” of Dr Beddocs, which his assistant, Davy, mentions 
in his Researches (1800) as nitrous oxide, and which was 
used by Southey and Coleridge The same four “ wonders ” 
of medical science are depicted in Gillraj-’s caricatures, 
November, i8oi, and Maj and June, 1802, and are satinzed 
in Chnstopher Caustic’s Terrible Tractoration ' A Poetical 
Petitior against Galvanising Trumpery and the Pcrkinistie 
Institution (in 4 cantos, 1803) 

Against vaccination, or cow-pox, a bnskvvarvvas still being 
earned on GiUra^ has a likeness of Jenner vaccinating 
patients 

Metallic “Tractors” were a remedy much advertised at 
the beginning of the centurv b> an Amcncan quack. Benjamin 
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In turns appear, to make the vulgar stare, 

Till the swoln bubble bursts — and all is air ' 

Nor less new schools of Poetry anse, 

'\\Tiere dull pretenders grapple for the pnze 
O’er Taste awhile these Pseudo-bards prevail , ' 

Each country Book-club bows the knee to Baal, 
And, hurlmg lawful Genius from the throne, 

Erects a shnne and idol of its own 14° 

Some leaden calf — but whom it matters not. 

From soanng Southey, down to grovehng Stott * 

I O'er taste awhtle these Infidels prevail — [jl/iy ] 
u Erect and hail an idol of their own — [ 4 / 5 ' ] 

Charles Perkins, founder of the Perkinean Institution in 
London, as a “ cure for all Disorders, Red Noses, Gout} 
Toes, Windy Bowels, Broken Legs, Hump Backs” 

In Galvanism several experiments, conducted b> Professor 
Aldini, nephew of Galvani, are described in the Morning 
Post for Jan 6th, Feb 6th, and Jan 22nd, 1803 The latter 
were made on the body of Forster the murderer 

For the allusion to Gas, compare Tctnblc Tracioratioii, 
canto I — 

“Beddoes (bless the good doctor) has 
Sent me a bag full of his gas. 

Which snuffd the nose up, makes wnt brighter. 
And eke a dunce an airy wnter ”] 

I Stott, better knoim in the Morning Post by the name 
of Hafiz This personage is at present the most profound 
ex-plorer of the bathos I remember, when the reigning 
famil} left Portugal, a special Ode of Master Stott’s, begin- 
ning thus — {Stott loquitur quoad Hibemia ) — 

“ Pnneel} offspnng of Braganza, 

Enn greets thee with a stanza,” etc 
Also a Sonnet to Rats, well worth} of the subject, and a 
most thundenng Ode, commencing as follows — 

“ Oh ! for a La} ! loud as the surge 
That lashes Lapland’s sounding shore ” 

Lord ha%c mere} on us! the “La} of the Last Minstrel” 
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Behold ! m vanous throngs the scnbbling crew, 

For notice eager, pass in long reviei\ 
feach spurs his jaded Pegasus apace, 

And Rhyme and Blank mamtain an equal race , 
Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode , 

And Tales of Terror ^ jostle on the road , 
Immeasurable measures move along , 

For simpenng Folly loves a vaned song, 150 

To strange, mystenous Dulness still the fnend. 

Admires the strain she cannot comprehend 
Thus Lays of Minstrels - — may they be the last ' — 

was nothing to this [The lines “ Pnneely Offspnng,” headed 
“ Extemporaneous Verse on the expulsion of the Pnnee 
Regent from Portugal b> Gallic T}Tanny,”were published in 
the Mormns Posf, Dec 30, 1807 (See post, 1 708, and tio/c )] 

1 [Sec p 317, note i ] 

2 See the “ Laj of the Last Minstrel,” passim Never 
was any plan so incongruous and absurd as the groundwork 
of this production The entrance of Thunder and Light- 
ning prologuising to Bajes’ tragedy [{vide The Rehearsal), 
Bt itish Bards'], unfortunately takes awa> the ment of ongm- 
ality from the dialogue between Messieurs the Spints of 
Flood and Fell in the first canto Then we ha^ c the amiable 
William of Deloramc, “ a stark moss-trooper,” \ idelicct, a 
happj compound of poacher, sheep-stealer, and highwrayman 
The propnety of his magical lady’s injunction not to read 
can only be equalled bj his candid acknowledgment of his 
independence of the trammels of spelling, although, to use 
his own elegant phrase, “’twas his ncckverse at Hambcc,” 
; e the gallows 

The biographj of Gilpin Homer, and the marvellous 
pedcstnan page, who travelled twice as fast as his master's 
horse, watliout the aid of seven-leagued boots, arc chefs 
d'ceuvre m the improvement of taste For incident vve have 
the invisible, but bj no means sparing box on the car 
bestowed on the page, and the entrance of a Knight and 
Charger into the castle, under the v erj natural disguise of a 
wain of ha> Marmion, the hero of the latter romance, is 
cxactlj what William of Deloramc would have been, had he 
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On half-strung harps -whine mournful to the blast 
WTule mountam spirits prate to nver spntes, 

That dames may hsten to the sound at mghts , 

And gobhn brats, of Gilpm Homer's ^ brood 
Decoy young Border-nobles through the wood, 

And skip at ever}- step, Lord knows how high, 

And frighten foohsh babes, the Lord knows wh} i6o 
^^^ule high-bom ladies in their magic cell 
Forbiddmg Knights to read who cannot spell, 
Despatch a couner to a wizard’s grave, 

And fight inth honest men to shield a knave. 


Next -view m state, proud prancing on his roan 
The golden<rested haughty Alarmion, 

been able to read and -nnte. The poem -nras manufactured 
for Messrs. Constable, Murray, and :Miller. -(vorshipfiil 
Booksellers in consideration of the receipt of a sum of 
money , and truly, considenng the msprration, it is a very 
creditable production. If Mr Scott will wnte for hue, let 
hun do his best for his paymasters, but not disgrace his 
genras which is undoubtedly great, by a repetition of Black- 
Letter Ballad mutations 

[Constable paid Scott a thousand pounds for Manrtor , 
and “ oSered one fourth of the copyright to Mr Miller of 
Albemarle Street, and one fourth to Mr Murray of Fleet 
Street (see hne 173) Both pubhshers eagerly accepted the 
proposal” “A severe and unjust renew of Marmicn 
bt Jeffrev appeared in [the Edirb irgk Review for April] iSoS 
accusmg Scott of a mercenary spmt m writing for monev 
. . Scott -was much nettled bv these observations " {^lerroirs 
of John Murroj, l 76,95) In his diarv of 1S13 Byron wrote 
of Scott, “ He IS imdoubt^v the Monarch of Parnassus, and 
the most ErgltsL of Bards ~ — Ltfe^ p eo6 ] 
t I [It -was the suggestion of the Countess of Dalkeith, that 
Scott should wnte a ballad on the old border legend of 
Gilpin Homer, which first gave shape to the poet’s ideas, 
and led to the Laj of the Last Minstrel ] 



ENGLISH DARDS, AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS 3II 


Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the fight, 

Not qmte a Felon, yet but half a Knight,*- 
The gibbet or the field prepared to grace , 

A mighty mixture of the great and base 170 

And think’st thou, Scott 1 by -vam conceit perchance. 
On public taste to foist thy stale romance. 

Though Murray with his Miller may combme 
To yield thy muse just half-a-crown per line ? ^ 

No 1 when the sons of song descend to trade, 

Tlieir bays are sear, their former laurels fade. 

Let such forego the poet’s sacred name, 

\\Tio rack their brains for lucre, not for fame 
Still for stem Mammon may they toil m vam ! - 

I Not quite a footpad [Bntuk Bards ] 

1 [In his strictures on Scott and Southcj, Byron takes his 
lead from Lady Anne Hamilton’s (1766-1846, daughter of 
Archibald, ninth Duke of Hamilton, and Ladv-m-waiting to 
Caroline of Brunsinck) Epics of the Ton (1807), a work 
which has not shared the dubious eelebntj' of her Secret 
Meimnes of the Court, etc. (1832) Compare the following 
lines (p 9) — 

“ Then still might Southey sing his crary Joan, 

Or feign a Welshman o’er the Atlantic flown, 

Or tell of Thilaba the wondrous matter. 

Or wnth clown Wordsworth, chatter, chatter, chatter 

Good-n-itured Scott rehearse, m well-paid lays. 

The man-flous chiefs and elves of other day s ” 

(For Scott’s reference to “ my share of flagellation among my 
betters,” and an explicit statement that he had remonstrated 
wath Jeffrey against the “offensue cnticism” of Hours of 
Idleness, because he thought it treated wath undue seventy, 
see Introduction to yl/Virwion 1830^ 

2 [Lines 179, 180, m the Fifth fiiition, were substituted 
for vanant 1 p 312 — Lets'll Hunt’s annotated Copy of the 
Fourth Edition ] 
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Axd sadij garc on Gold ihey cnnrot gain ! iS 

Sach ba tncir meed, scab snii tha just reirard' 

Of prostitu'ed Muse and hlreLng ba-d ’ 

For 'his ve spurn Apo’'!o’5 %*enal son 
-Vnd b'd a iong ‘ good night to Marenon ^ 


Tnese are the tnerues that daun our plaudit? noir 
Fnese are the Bard? to vmom the Muse tausl bov- 
Ulule Milton', DuraEN', Pope, alihe fo^o*, 

Redgn their nalionred Baj-? to tVALTun. Scorr. 
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Without the glory such a strain can give, 

As even in ruin bids the language hve 
’ Not so wth us, though minor Bards, content, *• 

On one great work a life of labour spent 300 

Wth eagle pinion soanng to the skies, 

Behold the Ballad-monger Sohthey nse ! 

To him let Camoens, Milton, Tasso yield, 

BTiosc annual strains, like armies, take the field 
First in the ranks see Joan of Arc advance, 

The scourge of England and the boast of France ' 
Though burnt by incked Bedford for a witch. 
Behold her statue placed m Glorj-’s niche , 

Her fetters burst, and just released from pnson, 

A virgin Phcenix from her ashes risen 210 

Next see tremendous Thalaba come on,* 

Arabia’s monstrous, vnld, and wond’rous son , 
Domdaniel’s dread destrojer, who o’erthrew 
blore mad magicians than the world e’er knew 
Immortal Hero 1 all thy foes o’ercome. 

For fever reign — the nval of Tom Thumb 1 - 


1 lesser bards eonteiit — \Brtttsh Bards ] 

1 Thalaba, Mr Southev’S second poem, is written in 
open defiance of precedent and poetry Mr S vnshed to 
produce something novel, and succeeded to a miricle. ycasi 
of Arevns marvellous enough, but Thalaba wns one of those 
poems “which," m thewords of PORSON, “will be read when 
Homer and Virgil are forgotten, but — siot ttll then ” [“ Of 
Thalaba the wild and wondrous song” — Proem to Madoc, 
Southeys Poetical IVorhs (1838), vol v foan of Arc was 
published m 1796, Thalaba the Dcsiroicr in 1801, and Madoc 
in 1S05 ] 

2 The hero of Fielding's farce, 7 he Trac^edy of Tragedies, 
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Since startled ?kletre fled before thj face, 

AYell i\ert thou doomed the last of all thy race ' 

Well might tnumphant Gemi bear thee hence, 

Illustnous conqueror of common sense > 220 

Now, last and greatest, Madoc spreads his sails. 

Cacique m Jlevico,^ and Pnnce m Wales 

Tells us strange tales as other travellers do, 

Llore old than lMande%Tlle’s, and not so true 

Oh, Southey i Southey > = cease thj vaned song ’ 

A bard maj chaunt too often and too long 

^Vs thou art strong in verse, in mercj, spare ' 

A fourth, alas > were more than ve could bear 

But if, m spite of all the world can saj , 

Thou shll wilt verseward plod thj wearj wa} 23° 

or He Life avd Death of Tom Thumb the Great, first placed 
m 1730 at the HajniarkeL 

1 Southe^•’s Modoc is dinded into tno parts — Part 1 , 

‘ Madoc m' Wales,” Part II, ‘ Madoc m Aztlan ” The 
word ‘ cacique” (“Cacique or caaque . a native chief or 
‘pnnce’ of the abongincs in the West Indies ” AVa' Er^l 
Dict^ Art “ Cacique”) occurs in the translations of Spianish 
wnters quoted b> Southej m his notes, but not in the tcjt 
of the poem. 

2 We beg Mr Southej^’s pardon “ Madoc disdains the 
degraded title of Epic.” See his Preface. [“ It assume 
not the degraded title of Epic.” — Preface to Madoc (1805), 
Southe\’’s n4>rEr(iS38), \ol v p vxi ] \Mij is Epic 
degraded? and b) nhom? Ccrtainh the late Romaunts of 
Masters Cottle, Laurent P\c, Ogilvj, Hole,* and gentle Mis- 
tress Cowley , bai e not eraltcd the Epic Muse , but, as Mr 
Southey’s poem “ disdains the appellation,” allow us to asL 
— has he substituted anaahing better in its stead ’ or must he 
be content to rival Sir Richard Bl.\ckmore in the quantit) 
as well as quality of his % erse ? 

* For “ Hole,” the MS and British Bards read “ Sir J 
B Burgess , Cumberland.” 
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If Still in Berkeley-Ballads most unavil, 

Thou wilt devote old women to the devil, ^ 

T^e babe unborn thy dread intent may rue 
“ God help thee,” Southey,^ and thy readers too. 


Next comes the dull disciple of thy school,^ 

That mild apostate from poetic rule. 

The simple Wordsw orth, framer of a lay 
As soft as evenmg m his favounte Maj , 

Wftio warns his fnend “ to shake off toil and trouble. 
And quit his books, for fear of growmg double , ” * 240 
both by precept and example, shoiis 
That prose is verse, and verse is merely prose , 
Convmang all, by demonstration plain, 

Poetic souls delight in prose insane , 

1 See The Old Woman oj Berkeley, a ballad by Mr 
Southej, iihercm an aged gentlewoman is earned ai\“i> by 
Beelzebub, on a “ high trotting horse.” 

2 The last line, " God help thee," is an ei ident plagiansm 
from the Antt-Jacohin to Mr Southe), on his Dactjlics — 

“ God help thee, silly one ' ” 

Poetry of the Anti-Jacobin, p 23 

3 [In the annotated copy of the Fourth Edition BjTon has 
drawn a line down the mai^n of the passage on Wordsworth, 
lines 236-248, and adds the word “ Unjust ” The first four 
lines on Colendge (lines 255-258) arc also marked “Un- 
lust ” The recantation is, no doubt, intended to applj to 
both passages from beginning to end ] 

UrijusT" — B, 1816 (Sec also BjTon’s letter to S T 
ColendgCj March 31, 1815 )] 

4 Lyncal Ballads, p 4 — " The Tables Turned,” Stanza i 

“ Up, up, m> fnend, and clear 3 our looks, 

\\Tij all this toil and trouble ? 

Up, up, m) fnend, and trait your books. 

Or surch j ou’ll grow aoubic.” 
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And Christmas stones tortured into rh3Tne 
Contain the essence of the true sublime 
Thus, when he tells the tale of Betty Fo>, 

The idiot mother of “an idiot Boy, ' 

A moon-struck, silly lad, who lost his way, 

-\nd, like his bard, confounded mght with da> ^ ^ 5 ° 

So close on each pathetic part he dwells, 

And each adventure so sublimely tells. 

That all who view the “ idiot in his gloiy ” 

Concen e the Bard the hero of the stoiy 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here,- 

To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear’ 

Though themes of innocence amuse him best. 

Yet still Obscunt3’’s a welcome guest. 

If Inspiration should her aid refuse 

To him who takes a Pixy for a muse,’ 

I Mr W. m his preface labours hard to proic, that prose 
and 1 erse arc much the same , and certain]) his precepts 
and practice are stnctl) conformable — 

“ And thus to Bettv's questions he 
Made answer, like a traveller bold 
‘The cock did crow, to-uhoo, to-whoo, 

.•\nd the sun did shine so cold ’ ’’ 

Ly-ncal Ballads, p 179 

[Compare TVe .S>ir'//rrrrr</, 11 293-305 and rn/r] 

2. ‘ He has not published for some jears '' — British Bards 
[A marginal note m pencil ] [Coleridge’s Perms (3rd edit.) 
appeared in 1803 , the first number of I he Fricrd on June i, 
itoo ] ^ 

5" Colepidgfs Pcims, p II, “Songs of the Pixies’’ 
Devonshire Fames, p 42, we have “Lines to a "icung 
Lad) ," and p 52 ‘Lines to a "ioung Ass.’’ [Compare 
Phe Siirphcxad, 11 21 1, 213 — 

“ Then in despite of scornful Foll)'s pother, 

Asl him to live vath \ou and hail him brother i 
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Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to elegize an ass 
•So well the subject smts his noble mind,*- 
He brays, the laureate of the long-eared kind “• 


Oh ! wonder-working Leivis 1 ^ Monk, or Bard, 
tVho fain would make Parnassus a church-yard ! 

I Haw xocll the etihject — [MS First to Fourth FdiUmts ] 

II A fellow feeling makes its wondrous kind — 

[British Bards, Frst to Fourth Editions ] 

III mo fain •would' St — [British Bards, First to Fifth Editions ] 

1 [Matthew Gregory Lewis (1775-1818), known as “ Monk” 
Lewis, was the son of a nch Jamaica planter During a 
su\ months’ nsit to Weimar (1792-3), when he was intro- 
duced to Goethe, he applied himself to the study of German 
literature, especially novels and the drama. In 1794 he wAs 
appomted attaclii to the Embassy at the Hague, and in the 
course 0! ten weeks wrote Amhrosto, or The Monk, winch 
was published in 1795 ftt ^79^ be made the accjuaintance 
of Scott, and procure his promise of co-operation in bis 
contemplated Bales of Terror In the same year he pub- 
lished the Castle Spectre (first played at Drury Lane, Dec 
14, 1797), in which, to quote the postsenpt “To the Reader,” 
he meant (but Shendan mterposed) “to have axhibited a 
whole regiment of Ghosts ” Tales of Tirror were printed 
at Wmbndgc in iSoi, and two or three editions of 7 ales of 
Wonder, to which BjTon refers, came out in the same year 
Lewas borrowed so freely from all sources that the collection 
was called “ Tales of Plunder ” In the first edition (two vols , 
pnntcd by W Buhner for the author^ 1801) the first eighteen 
poems, w ith the exception of The Ftrc Kin^ (xii ) by Walter 
bcottj arc by Lewas, cither ongmal or translated Scott sdso 
contributed Glcnfinlas, The Eve of St John Frederick and 
Alice, The Wild Huntsmui [Der Wtldejdgc^ Southey con- 
tnbuted si\ poems, including The Old Woman of Berkeley 
(\xir ) The Little Grey Man (vix ) is by H Bunbury The 
second aolume is made up from Bums, Gray, PamcH, 
Glover, Percy’s Rehques. and other sources 
A second edition, published m i8oi, which consists of 
thirty -two ballads (Southey’s are not included), adicrtiscs 
“ Tales of Terra pnntcd uniform wath this edition of Tales 
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Lo ' VTeaths of jev, not laurel, bind thy brow, 

Th)' Muse a Spnte, Apollo’s sevton thou ' 

MTiether on anaent tombs thou tak’st thy stand, ^ 

B> gibb’nng spectres hailed, thy kindred band, 270 
Or tracest chaste descnphons on tliy page. 

To please the females of our modest age , 

of Woudcr" Romantic Tales, in four \olumes, appeared m 
iSoS Of his other works, The Captive, A Monodrama,\ns 
placed in 1803 , the Bravo of Venice, A Translation from 
the German, m 1804., and Ttmonr the Tartar in 1811 His 
Journal of a West Indian Prop) teior \ns not published till 
1S34. He sat as M P for Hindon (1796-1S02) 

He had been a faiounte in socie^ before BjTon appeared 
on the scene, but there is no record of any intimacy or 
acquaintance before 1813 AVhen Byron was Imng at 
Geneva, Lcwns\isited the Maison Diodati in August, 1816, 
on which occasion he “translated to him Goethe’s Faust 
by word of mouth,” and drew up a codicil to his wall, witnessed 
by BjTon, Shelley, and Polidon, which contained certain 
humane prmasions for the well-being of the negroes on his 
Jamaica estates He also \asited him at La Mira in August, 
1817 Byaon wrote of him after his death “He was a good 
man, and a cleier one, but he was a bore, a damned bore- 
one may say But I liked him ” 

To judge from his letters lo his mother and other evidence 
(Scott’s testimony, for instance), he was a kindly, wcll- 
intentioned man, but lacking in humour When his father 
condemned the indecency of the Monk, he assured him “ that 
he had not the slightest idea that what he was llicn writing 
could injure the pnnciples of any human being ” “ He was,” 
said By ron, “ too great a bore to he,” and the plea is cvadcntly 
offered in good truth As a writer, he is memorable chiefly 
for his sponsorship of German literature Scott said of him 
that he had the finest ear for rhvahm he ever met with — finer 
than Byron's , and Colcndge, in a letter to ordsworth, Jan , 
{Letters of S T C, {1S95), 1 237), and again in I aHe 
1 all for March zo, 1834, commends his verses. Certainly 
his ballad of “ Crazy Jane,” once so famous that ladies took 
to wearing “ Crm Jane" hats, is of the nature of poetry 
(See Lfe, 349 362, 491, etc.. Life and Corresperaer ce of 
M G Lewas ( 1 839), i 158, etc , Ufe of Scott, h\ J G Loci 
hart GS42), pp 80-83 94 )] 
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All hail, M P. ! ' from whose infernal brain 
Thin-sheeted phantoms ghde, a gnsly tram , 

At whose command “ gnm women ” throng m crowds, 
And kings of fire, of water, and of clouds, 

With “ small grey men,” — “ wild j'agers,” and what not. 
To croivn with honour thee and Walter Scott 
Again, all hail ! if tales like thme may please, 

St Luke alone can I'anquish the disease 2S0 

Even Satan’s self with thee might dread to dwell. 

And in thy skull discern a deeper Hell 


Who in soft guise, surrounded by a choir 
Of Yirgms melting, not to Vesta’s fire, 

With sparkhng eyes, and cheek by passion flushed 
Stakes his ivild l>’Te, whilst listenmg dames are hushed ? 
'Tis Little I young Catullus of his day, 

As sweet, but as immoral, m his Lay ' 

Gneved to condemn, the Muse must shll be just, 

Nor spare melodious advocates of lust 290 

Pure IS the flame which o’er her altar bums , 

From grosser mcense with disgust she turns 

I “ For c\erj one knows hlUe Matt’s an M P ” — Sec a 
poem to Mr Lcwns, in The Sialesinan, supposed to be 
written bj Mr Jckjll 

[Tosepn Jckill (d 1S37) wns celebrated for his witticisms 
and metrical _7r;/r<f’r^r7/ which he contributed to the iVf rv/- 
tJt^ Chronicle and the Evenmt: Statesman. His election as 
M P for Caine m 1787, at the nominaUon of Lord Lans- 
downc, ga\e nse to jekyll. A Political Eclogue (see The 
PolliaaXiigg'^, pp 219-224) He w-as a favounte wath the 
Pnnee Regent, at whoso instance he was appointed a Master 
in Chancen in 1S15] 
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Yet kind to youUiT'this expiation o’er, 

She bids thee mend thy , line, and sin no more ” 


For thee, translator of the tinsel song. 

To nhom such ghttenng dmaments belong, 

Hibernian Strangford If with thine eyes of blue,^ 

And boasted locks of rein or auburn hue, 
l^Tiose plaintive strain eaxch love-sick I^Iiss admires, 
And o’er harmomous fii/stian half expires,’’" 3*^° 

Learn, if thou canst, toy yield thine author's sense, 

Nor vend thy sonnets Ion a false pretence. 

Think’st thou to gam ?thy verse a higher place, 

By dressing Camoensfs m a suit of lace? 

Mend, Strangford mend thy morals and thy taste, 
Be warm, but pure , amorous, but be chaste 

1 MimJ th^ aud^ sin no more — [J>fS ] 

31 And o'er iarmomc^tus nonsense. — [MS First FdtUon ] 

I The reader, who rrc,aj wnsh for an explanation of this, 
maj refer to “ Strangforfd’s Camo 5 ns,”p 127, note to p 56, 
or to the last page of the Edtr^burgh Revsew of Strangford’s 
Camofens [Perxr> Clinton Sjidnev Smythe, sixth Yiscount 
Strangford (17S0-1S55), publ’hshed Trans/attons from the 
Porttignese by Ltm etc Canwe-ns m 1S03 The note to which 
Byron refers is on the canzoni et Nab set qiiem asset la, “ Thou 
hast an ej e of tender bluf-. ” It runs thus “ Locks of 
auburn and ejes of blue havri, ever been dear to the sons of 
song Sterne even coiuisiders them as indicative of 

qualities the most amiable. *. The Translator does not wish 
to deem this unfoundeds He is, however, aware of the 
danger to which such a confI<ession exposes him— but he flies 
for protection to the temple c of Aure-a. Venus ” It may be 
added that BjTon’s ow'n Iot"’ks were auburn, and his eyes a 
greyish-blue.] h 

2 It IS also to be remarkV-ed, that the things given to the 
public as poems of Camoens <We no more to be found in the 
original Portuguese, than in th e Song of Solomon 
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Cease to deceive , thy pilfered harp restore, 
Nor teach the Lusian Bard to copy Moore 


Behold — Ye Tarts 1 — one moment spare the text 1 *■ — 
Haylev’s last work, and wrorst — until his next, 310 

Whether he spm poor couplets mto plays. 

Or damn the dead wnth purgatorial praise,* 

1 In many marbU-tovered volumes view 
Hayley, tn vain attempting something neiL\ 

Whether he spin hts comedies tn rhyme. 

Or scrawls as Wood and Barclay'^ walk, 'gainst Time — 

[AA? British Bards, and First to Fourth Editions ] 

1 See his vanous Biographies of defunct Painters, etc 
[William Hayley (1745-1820) published The Triumphs oj' 
Temper m 1781, and I he Triumph of Music m 1804. His 
biography of Milton appeared m 1796, of Cowper in 1803-4, 
of Romney in 1809 He had product, among other plays. 
The Happy Prescription Z.V16. The Tvjo Connoisseurs m 1784. 
In :8o8 he would be regarded as out of date, “ hobbling on ” 
behind younger nvals m the race (sec E B , \ 923) For 
his life and works, see Southej-’s article in the Quarterly 
Review (vol xxxi p 263) The ^peal to “ tarts ” to “ Mare 
the text,” IS possibly an echo of The Dunciad, 1 155, isfr — 

“ Of these twelve volumes, twelve of amplest size. 
Redeemed from topers and defrauded pies " 

The meaning of the appeal is fixed by such a passage as 
this from The Blues, where the company discuss Words- 
worth’s appointment to a Collcctorship of Stamps — 

“ Inkle I shall think of him oft when I bu> a new hat , 
There his works wall appear 

“ Lady Bluemount Sir, they reach to the Ganges 

“ Inkle I sha’n't go so far 1 can have them at Grange’s ” 

Grange’s w as a w ell known pastry-cook’s m Piccadilly In 
Pierce Egan’s Life in London (ed 1821), p 70, note t, the 
author w ntes, “ As I sincerely hope that this w ork will shrink 
from the touch of a pastry-cook, and also avoid the foul uses 
of a trunk-maker, I feel induced now to desenbe, for 
the benefit of postenty-, the pedigree of a Dandy in 1820 ”j 

2 [Captain Robert Barclay (1779-1854) of Ury, agncul- 
luralist and pedestrian, came of a family noted for phy sical 

VOL I Y 
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His style m youth or age is still the same, 

For ever feeble and for e\er tame 
Triumphant first see “ Temper’s Triumphs” shine ' 
At least I’m sure the} triumphed o\ er mme 
Of “ ^Music’s Triumphs,” all vho read ma} swear 
That luckless Music never triumph’d there.^ 


IMoravians, nse ' faestoiv some meet reward = 

On dull devotion— Lo ' the Sabbath Bard, 320 

strength and endurance. BjTon saw him wm his ivalk 
against Wood at Newmarket (See Angelo’s Rcimntscenccs 
(1S37), lok » PP 37-44-) In Jiilj, 1809, Barclay completed 
his task of walking a thousand miles m a thousand hours, at 
the rate of one mile m each and everj' hour (See. too, for 
an accoimt of Barclaj, The Eccaitnc Rrjtcw (1S12), 1 133“ 

150)] 

1 Hayle>’’s two most notorious %erse productions are 
TrtumpJis of Temper and The Triumph of lilusic. He 
has also wntten much Corned} m rh}Tne, Epistles, etc , etc. 
As he IS rather an elegant writer of notes and biograph} , let 
us recommend Pope’s adnee to Wycherley to hlr H 's 
consideration, viz., “to convert poetr}' mto prose,” which 
may be easily done by takmg away the final syllable of each 
couplet 

2 [Lmes 319-326 do not form part of the ongmal MS 
A shp of paper which contains a fair copy of the lmes in 
B}Ton’s handwntmg has been, mth other fiagments, bound 
up ivith Dallas’s cop} of British Bards In the MS this 
place is taken b} a passage and its pendant note, which 
B}Ton omitted at the request of Dallas, who was a fiiend of 
Pratt’s — 

“ In 1 erse most stale, unprofitable, flat — 

Come, let us change the scene, and 'Mean ’ with Pratt , 
In him an authoPs luckless lot behol^ 

Condemned to make the books which once he sold 
Degraded man ' again resume th} trade — 

The votaries of the Muse are ill repaid, 

Though daily pufls once more mnte to bu} 

A new edition of th} ‘ S}-mpath} 

“ Mr Pratt, once a Bath bookseller, now a London author, 
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Sepulchral Grahame,* pours his notes subhme 
In mangled prose, nor e’en aspires to rhyme , 
•Breaks mto blank the Gospel of St. Luke,’ 

And boldly pilfers from the Pentateuch , 

And, undisturbed by conscientious qualms. 
Perverts the Prophets, and purloms the Psalms 


Hail, Sympathy 1 thy soft idea bnngs "• 

A thousand visions of a thousand things. 

And shows, still whimpermg thro’ threescore of years,"’ 
The maudlm prmce of mournful sonneteers 330 

And art thou not their prince, harmomous Bov les ! ” 
Thou first, great oracle of tender souls ? 

I Brcals mto incnvkuh Itius each holy Book — First Edtltcnt ] 

II Thy “ Sympathy " that — \Bntish Bards ] 

III And shotos dissolved in sympathetic tears — 

m thine omnt melting tears — 

[ilAS" First to Fourth Editions ] 

has ivTitten as much, to as little purpose, as any of his 
scnbblmg contemporanes Mr P ’s Sympathy is m 
rhyme , but his prose productions arc the most volummous ” 
Samuel Jackson Pratt (1749-1814), actor, itinerant lecturer, 
poet of the Cruscan school, tragedian, and novelist, pub- 
lished a large number of volumes. His GUamngs in 
England, Holland, Wales, and Westphalia attained some 
reputation His Sympathy, a Poem (178S) passed through 
several editions His pseudonym was Courtne>' Mehnoth 
He was a patron of the cobbler-poet, Blacket] 

1 Mr Grahame has poured forth two lolumes of Cant, 
under the name of Sabbath Walks and Biblical Pictures 
[James Grahame (1765-1811), a lawyer, who subsequently 
took Hol> Orders The Sabbath, a poem, was published 
anonjTnously in 180^ , and to a second edition were added 
Sabbath I Falks Biblical Pictures appeared in 1 807 ] 

2 [The Rc\ W Lisle Bowles (17OS-1850) His edition* 
of Pope’s Works, in ten \ols, which stirred BjTon’s gall, 
appeared in 1807 The Fall of Empires, Tjtc, Carthage, 
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Whether thou sing’st until equal ease, and gncf,‘' 
The fall of empires, or a ycllou leaf, 

AVliethcr thy muse most lamentably tells 
What mciT)’ sounds proceed from Oxford bells, “• 

Or, still m bells delighting, finds a fnend 
In every chime that jingled from Ostend , 

Ah 1 hou much juster ucrc thy Muse's hap, 

If to thy bells thou would’st but add a cap I'"- 340 

Delightful Bowles ! still blessing and still blest. 

All love thy stram, but children like it best, 

"I IS thine, ivntli gentle Little’s moral song. 

To soothe the mania of the amorous throng ! 


II 

III 


Whethtr tti thm led'jt relief 

Or ConsolaUcK in a yellaiv leaf — 

[//.y Pint to Fourth Fatltons ] 
IVhnt firelty sounds, — \J5nitsh Bards ] 

Fhoii fain v'oulcis't [Brtlish Bards J 

<ac , IS the subject of part of the third book of The Spirit of 
Jjiscovery by Sea (1805) Lines " To a Withered Leaf,” arc, 
Perhaps, of later date , but the “ sear tresses "and “ shu enng 
leaves ” of “ Autumn’s gradual gloom " are familiar images in 
his earlier poems Bynon’s senior bj' tuenty years, he u'as 
destined to outli\e him by more than a quarter of a century , 
out wheij Tit^hsh Bareis, etc , was in progress, he was little 
^han middle-aged, and the “ three score y'cars ” must 
have been UTitten in the spirit of prophecy As it chanced, 
a word rested wth him, and it uns a generous one 

{Chiliic Harold’s Last 

I^^trold ends, m Greece, his pilgnmagc ' 
rhere fidy ending— m that land renown’d, 

Whose mighty Genius lives in Glory’s page, — 

He on the Muses’ consecrated ground, 

rest, nhile his young brows are boimd 
With their unfadmg wreath ! ’’ 

Among his poems are a “ Sonnet to Oxford,” and “ Stanzas 
on hearing the Bells of Ostend ”] 
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With thee our nursery damsels shed their tears, 

Ere Miss as yet completes her infant years 

*But m her teens thy whining powers are vam , 

She quits poor Bowles for Little's purer stram 

Now to soft themes thou scomest to confine '• 

The lofty numbers of a harp like thine , 350 

“ Awake a louder and a loftier stram,” ^ 

Such as none heard before, or will agam 1 

^Vhere all discovenes jumbled from the flood, 

Smce first the leaky ark reposed in mud, 

By more or less, are sung m eiery book, 

From Captain Noah down to Captain Cook 

Nor this alone — ^but, pausing on the road, 

The Bard sighs forth a gentle episode,®- - 

And gravely tells — attend, each beauteous Miss ' — • 

WTien first Madeira trembled to a kiss 360 

1 But to soft thcma — \Bntah Bards, First Edition ] 
u TAe Bard has Tovf — [Bntis/i Bards ] 

1 “ Awake a louder,” etc , is the first line in BoiVLES’s 
Sfimt of Discovery a ^ ery spirited and prett> dwarf Lpic 
Among other exquisite lines wc ha\e the following • — 

“ A lass 

Stole on the lisdning silence, ne\-er j ct 
Here heard , the> trembled e\ en. as if the power,” etc., etc. 
That IS, the woods of Madeira trembled to a kiss , t er^ much 
astonished, as w ell thej might be, at such a phenomenon 
“ Mis-quoted and misunderstood bj me , but not inten- 
tionallj It was not the ‘woods,’ but the people m them 
who trembled — whj, Hcaren onlj knows — unless thej were 
oterheard makmg this prodigious smack.” — B , 1816 

2 The episode abo\e alluded to is the stor> of “ Robert 
h Machin” and “Anna d’Arfet,” a pair of constant lo\crSj 
who performed the kiss above mentioned, that startled the 
woods of Madeira [Sec B)Ton’s letter to Murra>, Feb 7, 
1821, “ On Bowles’ Stncturcs,” -Life, p 6S8 ] 
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Thronged with the rest around his hving head, 

Not raised thy hoof against the lion dead, 

A meet reward had crowned thy glonous gams. 

And hnked thee to the Dunaad for thy pains ^ 

I See Bowles’s late edition, of Pope’s w orks, for which he 
received three hundred pounds. [Twelve hundred gumeas — 
Bnttsh Bards ^ Thus Mr B has cxpenenced how much 
easier it is to profit bj the reputation of another, than to 
elevate his own [“ Too savage aU this on Bowles, ’* wrote 
Byron, in 1S16, but he afterwards returned to his onginal sen- 
timents “ Although,” he sal's (Feb 7, 1821), “ I regret having 
published English Bards, and Scotch Reviewers, the part 
which I regret the least is that which regards Mr Bowles, 
with reference to Pope. Whilst I was wnting that publica- 
tion, in 1S07 and 1S08, Mr Hobhouse was desirous that I 
should express our mutual opinion of Pope, and of Mr 
Bowles’s edition of his works. As I had completed mi out- 
line, and felt lazy , I requested that he would do so He did 
It His fourteen hnes on Bowlcss Pope are in the first 
edition of English Bards, and arc quite as sei'ere, and much 
more poetical, than my own, in the second On reprinting 
the work, as I put my name to it, I omitted Mr Hobhouse’s 
lines, by which the work gained less than Mr Bowles I 
am gne\ ed to sai that, in reading o\ cr those lines, I repent 
of their having so far fallen short of what I meant to e.xpress 
upon the subject of his edition of Pope’s w orks ” [Life, pp 688, 
689) The Imes supplied by Hobhouse are here subjoined — 
“ Stick to thy sonnets, man ! — at least they sell 
Or take the only path that open lies 
For modem worthies who would hope to nse 
Fin on some well-known name, and, bit by bit, 

Parc off the ments of his worth and wit 
On each alike employ the critic’s knife. 

And when a comment fails, prefix a life , 

Hmt certain failings, faults before unknown, 

Reiacw forgotten lies, and add your owai , 

Let no disease, let no misfortune ’scape, 

And pnnt, if luckily deformed, his shape 
Thus shall the w orld, quite undeceived at last, 

Cleai e to their present wats, and quit their past , 
Bards once re\ ered no more wath fai our \aew. 

But gii c their modem sonneteers their due , 

Thus wath the dead may luang merit cope. 

Thus Bowles may tnumph o’er the shade of Pope.”] 
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Another Epic ! 'l\'ho inflicts again 
More bool^ of blank upon the sons of men ’ 

Bceotian Cottle, rich Bnstowa’s boast. 

Imports old stones from the Cambnan coast, 

And sends his goods to market — all ah\ e ! 

Lines forty thousand, Cantos twenty-five ' 39° 

Fresh fish from Hippocrene 1 ^ who’ll buy ? who’ll buy ? 
The preaous bargain’s cheap — in faith, not I 
Your turtle-feeder’s verse must needs be flat,*" 

Though Bnstol bloat him with the verdant fat. 

If Commerce fills the purse, she clogs the brain, 

And A-MOS Cottle stnkes the Lyre m vam 
In him an author’s luckless lot behold ' 

Condemned to make the books which once he sold 
Oh, Amos Cottle 1 — Phcebus ' what a name 
To fill the spieaking-trump of future fame ' — 400 

Oh, Ajios Cottle 1 for a moment think 
YTiat meagre profits spring from pen and ink ' 

WTien thus devoted to poetic dreams, 

YTio will peruse thy prostituted reams ? 

Oh ! pen perverted ! paper misapphed ' 

Had Cottle = sdll adorned the counter’s side, 


I Too much Jit Tuttle £mstor s sons aeltght 

Too much in Bern Is of Rack frclong the mght — 

[jifS Second to Fourth Edtiterts 1 
Too much der Bawls — \Scccrd and Third Edstters ] 

I “ ‘ Helicon ’ is a mountain, and not a fish-pontL It 
ishould have been ‘ Hippocrene.’” — B , i8i6 [The correction 
was made m the Fifth Edition ] 

3 Mr Cottle, Amos, Joseph, I don’t know which, bnt one 
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Bent o’er the desk, or, bom to useful toils, 

Been taught to make the paper which he soils, 
Ploughed, delved, or plied the oar with lusty limb, 

He had not sung of Wales, nor I of him 410 


As Sisyphus against the infernal steep 
Rolls the huge rock whose motions ne’er may sleep, 

So up thy hill, ambrosial Richmond 1 heaves 

or both, once sellers of books they did not write, and now 
wntcrs of books they do not sell, have published a pair of 
Epics — A If red (poor Alfred 1 Pj c has been at him too !) — - 
A If red and the Fall of Cavtbna 
“All right I saw some letters of this fellow (J** Cottle) 
to an unfortunate poetess, whose productions, whidi the poor 
woman bj no means thought vainl> of, he attacked so 
roughl) and bitterl), that 1 could hardly regret assailmg 
him, even were it unjust, which it is not — for tenly he is an 
iSt 6 

[Compare Poetry of the A nit-yacobtn — 

“And Cottle, not he whom that Alfred made famous 
But Joseph of Bnstol, the brother of Amos.” 

The identit) of the brothers Cottle appears to ha\ e been 
a matter beneath the notice both of the authors of the 
Aiitt-J acobttt and of B>Ton Amos Cottle, who died in iSoo 
(sec Lamb’s Letter to Colendge of OcL 9, 1800 , Letters 
of C Lamb, iSS8, i 140), was the author of a Tramlation of 
the Edda of Scemimd, published in 1797 Joseph Cottle, 
fitter alt a, published Alfred in iSoi, and Phe Fall of 
Cambria, 1807 An Espostulatory Eptstle, in which Joseph 
a\cngcs Amos and solcmni) castigates the autlior of Don 

g itait, was issued in 1S19 (see Lamb's Letter to Cottle, 
o\ 5, 1819), and was rcpnntcd m the Memoir of Amos 
Cottle^ inserted m his brother’s Early Recollccitons of 
Ce/rr/n'iT-i’ (London, 1837, 1 119) The “unfortunate poetess’’ 
was, probabl}, j'Vnn Yearslc>, the Bnstol milk-woman 
Wordsworth, too (see Recollections of the Table-Talk of S 
Regets, 1856, p 235), dissuaded her from publishing her 
poems Roughness and bitterness ware not among Cottle’s 
faults or foibles, and it is possible that B\Ton misconcen ed 
the purport of the correspondence ] 
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Dull JDvhice * ah h^s granite weight of lea^'ES : 
Smooth, solid monuments of mental pain * 

The petnfactions a plodding brain 

That, ere they reach the top, fall lumbering back agairu 

Vilth broken lyre and cheek serenely pale, 

Lo ’ sad Alcaeus ■sranders doirn the vale * 

Though fair thej rose, and might have bloomed at last. 
His hopes have perished by the northern blast - aai 
Nipped in tna bud by Caledonian gales, 

His blossoms vdther as the blast prevails I 
O er his lost ivorks let classic Sheffield vreep , 

May no rude hand disturb their early sleep ' ' 


I. Mr Maunce hath maniJacttired the compon^t 
of a poadercus quarto noon the beauties of ‘ Richmoaa 
Hni.” and the IB e • — ic also takes in a charming vieiv of 
Tumham Greeru Hanunersrmtru Brentford Old and No" 
and the parts adjacent. [The Rei'. Thomas Maunce (i 75 -l" 
I Soil had this at least m common vnth Bvron — that his 
Hisicry Aracri crd ddcdcrr. Hzrai:s!u~ tvas severe! 
attack^ in tne Ea^rdzcr-h Kcznrar. He pubhsned 
dication of his tvork in rSoj. He must have confined his 
dulaess to his poems {R crrzc’zd H'd (iSo7\ etc.^ for h^ 
2 Ic 7 -c~rs are amusing anc. thougn othermse blam^ 

less he left behmd hm the reputation of an *■ mdiscnmma'e 
eniovmeat” of iiterary and other sooetv Lady Anne 
Hamilton alicces to him m Et~cs cf trt Ten (1S07), 
p 163— 

“ Or warmea like Maunce bj Museum fire. 

From Ganges dragged a hurG.y-.gurd\ hve." 

He rras assistant keeper of MSS. at the British Museum 
finm 1799 nil his death.] 

a. Poor MoNTGOiCERY. though praised bv every English 
Rev-ev-, has been b tteri} revilal by the Ed.rdur^r. After 
alL the Bara of SheSe’d iS a m^n of considerable genius. 
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Yet say ! why should the Bard, at once, resign *• 
His claim to favour from the sacred Nme ? 

For ever startled by the imngled howl 
Of Northern Wolves, that still m darkness prowl , 

A coward Brood, which mangle as they prey, 430 
By hellish mstmct, all that cross their way , 

Aged or young, the hvmg or the dead,"- 
No mercy find — these harpies must he fed 
YTiy do the mjured unresistmg yield 
The calm possession of their native field ? 

YTiy tamely thus before their fangs retreat. 

Nor hunt the blood-hounds back to Arthur’s Seat ? * 

1 A ttdj ei 'vhy — XBnitsh Bards 1 
u Or old oryottug — {British Bards ] 

His Wanderer of Smitscr/and is worth a thousand Lyncal 
Ballads, md at least fifty Degraded Epics 
[James Montgomerj' (1771-1854) was bom m AjTshire, 
but settled at Sheffield, where he edited a newspaper, the Iris, 
a radical pnnt, which brought him into conflict mth the 
authorities. His early poems were held up to ndicule in the 
Edinburgh Reviciu by jeflrej , in Jan 1807 It was probablj 
the following passage w hich provoked BjTon’s note “ When 
e\cry daj is bnnging forth some neiv work fixim the pen of 
Scott, Campbell, Wordsworth, md Southej, it is natural 
to fed some isgust at the undistmguishing voracity which 
can swallow down these verses to a pillow ” The Wan- 
derer of Switzerland, which Bj ron said he preferred to the 
Lyncal Ballads, vr\s published m 1806 The allusion in line 
419 to the first stanza of The Lyre — 

‘‘ \Vhcrc the roving nil mcand’rcd 
Down the green, retiring vale, 

Poor, forlorn Alctnis vrandered, 

Pale with thoughts — scrcncl> pale.” 

He IS remembered chlc^l^ as the writer of some admirable 
hjinns ( K/aV p 107, “Answer to a Beautiful Poem,” 

andnp/r)J 

I Arthur’s Scat , the hill which overhangs Edinburgh 
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Bred m the Courts betimes, though all that law 
As yet hath taught him is to find a flaw, — 

Sihce well mstructed m the patnot school 
To rail at part}’, though a party tool — 

Who knows ? if chance his patrons should restore 450 
Back to the sway they forfeited before, 

His scnbbhng toils some recompense may meet, 

And raise this Daniel to the Judgment-Seat ^ 

Let Jeffrey’s shade indulge the pious hope. 

And greeting thus, present him with a rope 
“ Heir to my virtues > man of equal mmd ! 

Skilled to condemn as to traduce manland, 

This cord receive 1 for thee reserved with care, 

To wield in judgment, and at length to wear ” 

Health to great Jeffrey 1 Heaven preserve his life. 
To flounsh on the fertile shores of Fife, 461 

And guard it sacred in its future wars, 

Smce authors sometimes seek the field of Mars 1 
Can none remember that eventful daj,*- * 

'fhat ever-glonous, almost fatal fraj, 

AtTien Little’s leadless pistol met his eje,’ 

And Bow-street MjTmidons stood laughing by ? 

I 1 a, fri tunr all xfiaj — [Qunrla Frcof Shed ] 

1 “Too ferocious — this is mere insanitj ” — B , 1816 [The 
comment applies to lines 453-453 ] 

3 *“ All this IS bad, because personal ” — B , 1S16 
3 In iSo6, Messrs, jefirej and Moore met at Chalk 
Farm The duel was preaented ba the interference of the 
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Oh, da) disastrous! on her (irm-'.tt roch, 

Dunedin's castle felt a secret shock , 

Dark rolled the s>inpTthetic crac'ts of Fordi, '470 
Lou groarie'd the startled uhirluirids of the north , 

'I wrj u ruffled half his wa%es to form a tear, 

The otlier half pursued Ins calm career, ‘ 

Arthuu’s sleep summit nodded to its base, 

The surl) Tolbooth scarce!) kept her place 
'ITie Tolbooth felt — for marble sometimes can, 

On such occasions, feel as much as man— 

'ITic Tolbooth felt defraude'd of his cliarms, 

If JtFtRtY died, except wthin her arms - 


Mngisimc) , and on examination, the balls of the pistols 
ucre found to ha\ c e\ aporated Tins incident gate occasion 
to much u agger) in the datl) prints [The first four editions 
road, “ the balls of the pistols, like the courage of the com- 
batants ”j 

[1 he following disclaimer to the foregoing note appears 
in the hIS in Leigh Hunt’s copj of the hourth Edition, 
1811 It was first pnntcd m the Fifth Edition — ] 

“ I am informed that Mr Moore published at the time a 
disavowal of the statements in the newspapers, as far as 
regarded himself, and, in justice to him, I mention this 
circumstance As I never heard of it before, I cannot stale 
the particulars, and was only made acquainted with the fact 
vc^ lately November 4, 181 1 ” [As a matter of fact, it was 
Jefifre/s pistol that was found to be Icadless j 

1 The Tweed here behaved wath proper decorum , it 
would have been highly reprehensible in the English half 
of the nver to have showai the smallest sjanptom of appre- 
hension 

2 This display of sympathy on the part of the Tolbooth 
(the pnncipal pnson in Edinburgh), which truly seems to 
have been most affected on this occasion, is much to be 
commended It was to be apprehended, that the many 
imhappy criminals executed m the front might have rendered 
the Edifice more callous She is said to be of the softer 
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Nay last, not least, on that portentous mom, 480 
The sixteenth storj’, where himself was bom, 

Ills patrimonial garret, fell to ground. 

And pale Edma shuddered at the sound 

Strewed were the streets around with milk-white reams. 

Flow ed all the Canongate ivith inky streams , 

This of his candour seemed the sable dew, 

That of his valour showed the bloodless hue , 

And all with justice deemed the two combined 
The mmgled emblems of his mighty mmd 
But Caledonia’s goddess hovered o’er 490 

The field, and saved him from the wmth of Moore , 
From either pistol snatched the vengeful lead, 

And straight restored it to her favounte’s head , 

That head, with greater than magnetic power, 

Caught it, as Danae caught the golden shower, 

And, though the thickenmg dross inll scarce refine, 
Augments its ore, and is itself a mme. 

“ My son," she cned, “ ne’er thirst for gore agam, 
Resign the pistol and resume the pen , 

O’er pohtics and poesy preside, 500 

Boast of thy countrj', and Bntanma’s gmde ! 

For long as Albion’s heedless sons submit. 

Or Scottish taste decides on English wit. 

So long shall last thme unmolested reign. 

Nor any dare to take thy name m min, 

sex, because her delicacy of feeling on this day was truly 
feminine, though, like most feminine impulses, perhaps a 
little selfish 
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Behold, a chosen band shall aid th} plan, 

•Vnd own thee cnieftam of the cntic dan 
First in the oit-fed phalanx * shall be seen 
'Fhe tra\clled Thane, Athenian Aberdeen - 
Herbert shall wield Thor’s hammer,^ and sometimes 
In gratitude, thou It praise his rugged rh}'mes 5*^ 
Smug StDNL^ * too th) bitter page shall seek. 


i [Line 50S For “oat-fed phalanx,” the Quarto Proof 
and Editions 1-4 read “ranks illustnous.” The correctim 
IS made in .^fS in the Annotated Edition It was sugge^cd 
that the motto of the EcnJ;urgl Revseu. should ha\e been, 
“ Musam tenui meditamur a\cni.”] , 

a. His Lordship has been much abroad is a member oi 
the Athenian Societv, and re\neivcr of Cells TepegraRo 
of Troy. [George Gordon, fourth Earl of Aberdeen 
jS6o) published in iSaa An Irguiry it to tie PrircipM 
of Beauty tr Grcaan Arcritecturo His grandfather pur- 
chased Gight, the properti which Mrs B\Ton had sold to 
pa^ her husband s debts This ma} hat e been an addiuonal 
reason for the introduction of his name] 

3 Mr Herbert is a translator of IceLondic and °thOT 
poetrj One of the pnncipal pieces is a Sorg on ire 
Raurvery of Tf'or’s Hairii er the translabon is a pleasant 
chant m the \ailgar tongue, and endeth thus — 

“ Instead of monej and nngs, I wot. 

The hammers bruises were her lot. 

Thus Odins son his hammer got.” 

[William Herbert (i77S-iS47\ son of the first Earl of 
Carnaiaon, edited M isa Etoncr.scs in i 795 , whilst he was 
still at schooL He was one of the earliest contributors to 
the Edmt'irgk Rciucu; .At the time when BiTOn was writing 
his satire, he was M P for Hampshire, but m 1S14 he took 
Orders He was appointed Dean of ^lanchester m 1840, imd 
republished his poetical works, and among them his Icelandic 
Translations or Horn Scandtea (fliscellareo'is lEoris, ~ 
lols ), in 1842 ] 

4. The Rev SYDNEt Smith, the reputed Author of i^etcr 
Plytr ley’s Letters, and sundrj criticisms. [Sj-dnej Smith 
(1771-1845), the “wittj Canon of St. Pauls,” was one of 
the founders, and for a short time (1S02) the editor, of the 
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And classic Hallam,^ much renowned for Greek , 
Scott may perchance his name and influence lend. 

And paltry Pillans ® shall traduce his fnend , 

Edinburgh Review His Letters on the Catholtchs,from Peter 
Plymley to hts brother Abraham, appeared in 1807-8 ] 

I Mr Hallam reviewed Payne Knight’s “ Taste,” and 
ivas exceedingly severe on some Greek verses therein It 
was not discovered that the lines were Pindar’s till the press 
rendered it impossible to cancel the critique, which still 
stands an everlasting monument of Hallam’s ingenuity — 
\Note added to Second Edition ] Thes aid Hallam is incensed 
because he is falsely accused, seeing that he never dineth at 
Holland House. If this be true, 1 am sorry — not for having 
said so, but on his account, as I imderstand his Lordship’s 
feasts are preferable to his compositions If he did not 
review Lord Holland’s performance, I am glad , because 
It must hat e been painful to read, and irksome to praise iL 
If Mr Hallam will tell me who did renew it, the real name 
shall find a place in the text , provided, nevertheless, the 
said name be of two orthodox musical s>’llables, and will 
come into the verse till then, Hallam must stand for want 
of a better 

[Henry Hallam (1777-1859), author of Europe during the 
Middle Ages, 1808, etc. “ This,” said Byron, “ is the style m 
which histor) ought to be ivntten, if it is wished to impress 
It on the memorj ” {Lady Blessington's Conversations with 
Lord Byron, 1 834, p 2 1 3) The article in question was written 
b> Dr John Allen, Lord Holland’s domestic phjsician, and 
BjTon ivas misled b> the similarity of sound in the two names 
(seeH C Robinson’s ZJ/uo’j' 277h or repeated what Hodgson 
liad told him (see Introduction, and Letter 102^ note i) 

For a disproof that Hallam wrote the article, see Gent 
Mag, 1830, pt 1 p 389, and for an allusion to the mistake 
in the review, compare All the Talents, p 96, and note 
“Spare me not Chronicles and Sunday News, 

Spare me not Pamphleteers and Scotch Reviews ” 

“ The best literarj' joke I recollect is its [the Edin Rrv ] 
attempting to pro\e some of the Grecian Pindar rank non 
sense, supposing it to have been written b> Mr P flight.”] 

2 Pillans is a [priTOte, tutor at Eton [James 

PiUans (1778-1864), Rector of the High School, and Professor 
of Humanit) in the Uni\crsit\, Edinburgh B)ron prob- 
ably assumed that the renew of Hodgson’s Translatioi. 0/ 
yuvenal, m the Edinburgh Review, 1 80S, was bj him J 

VOL I 2 
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WTiilc {7a> Thnlia'i luc’-vlc-^-s \otarj-, L\Mn,‘ ’ 

Damned like the Dc\ il— Dc\aI 4 ikc will damn 
KnoitTi bu thy name ' unboundc-d be thy swnj ' 

Tliy Holland's banquets shall each tod repay ! 

While grateful Britain jjclds the praise she owes 520 
To Holland's hirelings and to Learning’s foes 
Yet mark one caution ere th) next Review 
Spread its light wings of Saffron and of Blue, 

Beware lest blundenng Brougham - deslroj the sale, 
Turn Beef to Bannocks, Cauliflowers to Kail ” 

I Ji'rtlc Clasrtt c'l rt'\ /\'rttjr ^ 
As hf h n:sHf'<KJS act ttci sf-cll try (•< ca~-r — \J>ntish Saras J 

X The Honourable G Lambe revnewed “ BERESFORD 5 
Miscncs," and is moreover Author of a farce enacted wita 
much applause at the Pnon, Suanmorc , and damned with 
great expedition at the late theatre. Covent Garden It vjts 
entitled W! sstle for It [See note, r-z/rj, on line 57 1 “’® 
rcvacw of James Beresford’s Mtseucs of II tut an Lsf) 
the Last Groans of Titfot!} Testy ard Sam.el Senstts^e, 
appeared in the EdtrJtttn^L Reiucsv for OcL i S06 ] 
a Mr Brougham, in No XXV oKtIac. Edinburgh Revtca.', 
throughout the article concerning Don Pedro de Ccvallos, 
has displaced more politics than polic) , man} of the worth} 
burgesses of Edinburgh being so incensed at the infamous 
principles it ev inccs, as to hava: withdrawn their snbscnptions 
— [Here followed, in the First Edition “The name of this 
personage is pronounced Broom in the south, but the bail} 
northern and musical pronunciation is Brough-aM, m two 
s}llablcs,’’ but for this, BvTon subsbtuted in the Second 
Edition “ It seems that Air Brougham is not a Piet, as I 
supposed, but a Borderer, and his name is pronounced Broom, 
from Trent to Ta} • — so be iC” 

The title of the work was “ Exposihon of the Practices 
and Machinations which led to the usurpation of the Crown 
of Spain, and the means adopted b} the Emperor of the 
French to cany it into execution," by Don Petfro Cevallos> 
The arUcle, which appeared m OcL 180S, was the jomt com- 
position of Jeffrc} and Brougham, and proved a turning-point 
in the political dev elopment of the Review ] 

3 We have heard of persons who “when the Bagpipe 
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Thus having said, the kilted Goddess lust 
Her son, and vanished in a Scottish mist ' 


Then prosper, Jeffrey I pertest of the train - 
^Vhom Scotland pampers with her fiery gram ! 
Whatever blessmg waits a genume Scot, 530 

In double portion swells thy glonous lot , 

For thee Edina culls her evening sweets. 

And showers their odours on thy candid sheets, 

Whose Hue and Fragrance to thy work adhere — 

This scents its pages, and that gilds its rear ® 

Lo 1 blushing Itch, coy nymph, enamoured grown, 
Forsakes the rest, and cleaves to thee alone, 


sings in the nose cannot contain their unnc for affecbon.” 
but Mr L, cames it a step further than Shakespeare’s 
diuretic amateurs, being notorious at school and college for 
his inabilitj to contain — anything We do not know to 
what “ Pipe” to attnbute this additional effect, but the fact 
IS uncontrovertible. — [Ws/t to Quarto Proof bound up with 
British Bards ] 

1 I ought to apologise to the worthy Deities for introducing 
a new Goddess -mth short petticoats to their notice but, 
alas! what was to be done"’ I could not say Caledonia’s 
Genius, 'it being well knowm there is no genius to be found 
from Clackmannan to Caithness , yet wathout supernatural 
agenej , how was Jeffrey to be saved ’ The national “ Kelpies ” 
arc too unpoctical, and the “ Brownies ” and '* gude neigh- 
hours” {^ints of a good disposition) refused to extneate 
him A Goddess, therefore, has been called for the purpose , 
and great ought to bo the gratitude of jeffrej, seeing it is the 
onlj communication he ci er held, or is like!) to hold, wath 
anjlhing lieaacnl) 

2 [Lines 528-539 appeared for the first time in the Fifth 
Edition ] 

3 Sec the colour of the back binding of the Ldtubtirgh 
Revinv 
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And, too unjust to other Pictish men, 
Enjoys llty jierson, and inspires thy pen ’ 


Illastnous Holland ' hard would be his lot, 540 
His hirelings mentioned, and himself forgot ' ‘ 

Hoi LAND, with IIfn'rv Petti - at his back. 

The wliipper-in and huntsman of tlie pack. 

Blest he the banquets spread at Holbnd House, 
Wlicrt Scotchmen feed, and Critics may carouse ' 
Long, long beneath that hospitable roof" 

Shall Grub-street dine, while duns are kept aloof 
See honest Hai lam ^ lay aside his fork. 

Resume his pen, renew his Lordship’s work, 

And, grateful for the dainties on his plate,'’" 55 ° 
Declare his landlord can at least translate ' * 

I Lo ' Utig beneatl, {Snhil Bards ] 

n And grateful to i! efoustder of the /fast 

Declare his landlord can translate at least — 

['I/.S' British Bards First to hourth Bditions ] 

1 “ Bad enough, and on mistaken grounds too ” — 
1816 [The comment applies lo the whole passage on Lord 
Holland ] 

[Henry Richard Vassall, third Lord Holland (i773"‘*84o), 
to whom B)Ton dedicated the Bride of Abydos ^1813) His 
Ar/ir of Lope de Vega (see note 4) was published in 1S06, and 
Three Comedies from the Spanish, in 1807 1 

2 [Henry Petty (1780-1863) succeeded his brother as 
third Marquis of Lansdowne m 1809 He was a re^ar 
attendant at the social and political gatherings of his 
relame, Lord Holland , and as Holland House was regarded 
as one of the main rallyang-pomts of the Whig party' and of 
the Edinburgh Rewew ers, the w ords, “whipper-in and hunts- 
man,” probably refer to their exertions in this respect] 

3 [See note i, p 337] 

4. Lord Holland has translated some specimens of Lope 
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Dunedin 1 view thy children with delight, 

They imte for food — and feed because they write ' 

• 

And lest, when heated with the unusual grape, 

Some glowing thoughts should to the press escape. 
And tinge with red the female reader’s cheek. 

My lady skims the cream of each cntique , 

Breathes o’er the page her punty of soul. 

Reforms each error, and refines the vhole ^ 


Now to the Drama turn — Oh 1 motley sight 1 560 

llTiat preaous scenes the wondenng eyes mvite 
Puns, and a Pnnce within a barrel pent,’’- ^ 

And Dibdin’s nonsense yield complete content “ 


I are fed ieeaitse they write — \Bntnh Bards ] 

n Pnnees in Barrels, Counts tn arbours fait — 

[hfS British Bards ] 

dc Vega, inserted in his life of the author Both are be- 
praised by his disinterested guests. 

1 Certain it is, her ladyship is suspected of haiang dis- 
placed her matchless wit in the Edinburgh Review Hon- 
cver that may be, we know from good authonty, that the 
manuscripts arc submitted to her perusal — no doubt, for 
correction 

2 In the melo-drama of Tekeh, that heroic pnnce is clapt 
into a barrel on the stage , a nen asylum for distressed 
heroes — [In the MS and British Bards the note stands 
thus — “ In the melodrama of Tekeh, that heroic pnnce is 
clapt into a barrel on the stage, and Count Everard in the 
fortress hides himself in a green-house built expressly for the 
occasion Tis a pity that Theodore Hook, nho is really a 
man of talent, should confine his genius to such paltry pro- 
ductions as The Toi tress, Music Mad, oXc etc.” Theodore 
Hook (1788-1S41) produced Tekeh in 1806 Fortress and 
Music Mad'o.exd played m 1807 Ho had wntten some eight 
or ten popular plays before he was tnenty-one ] 

3 [Vide post, 1 591, note 3 ] 
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Though now, thank Heaven ' the Rosciomania’s o'er ^ 
iVnd full-grown actors are endured once more , 

Yet what avail their i am attempts to please, 

YTulc Bntish cntics suffer scenes like these, 

Wlule Reynolds icnts his '‘dammesJ” “poohs’”and 
“ zounds 1 ” 3 

And common-place and common sense confounds ? 

^\'hlle Kenmev’s^ “World” — ah! where is Keenev's 
wit?''- — 570 


j Ills '' dansute, poolts " — [AfS Ftrst £dtUor } 

II While ICti itds Werld just suffered io prctccd 
Prcelaims the audience very kt>£ sttdeed — 

\MS Bntish Bards First to Fourth Editwi s J 

1 [William Henry West Bettj (1791-1S74) (“ the Young 
Rosctus ”) made his first appearance on the London stage as 
Selim, disgiused as Achmet, in Barbarossa, Dec. i, 1S04, and 
his last, as a boy actor, m Tattered, and Captain Flash in 
Altss tn her Teens, hlar 17, iSo6j but acted in the pronnees 
till iSoS So great was the excitement on the occasion of 
his ddbut, that the mibtar}’ were held in readiness to assist in 
keeping order Hanng made a large fortune, he finallj 
retired from the stage in 1824, and passed the last fifty jears 
of his life in retirement, sumnng his fame by more than half 
a century ] 

2 All theseare favounte ex-prcssions of Mr Re>’nolds, and 
prominent in his comedies, Imng and defunct. [Fredenck 
Rej-nolds (1764-1841) produced nearly one hundred plajs, 
one of the most successful of which was The Caravan, or 
the Driver and hts Dog The text alludes to his endeavour 
to introduce the language of ordinary hfe on the stage 
Compare The Children of Apollo, p 9 — 

“ But m his diction Rej-nolds grosslj errs , 

For whether the loi e hero smiles or mourns, 

Tis oh I and ah 1 and ah 1 and oh ! by turns ”] 

3 [James Kennej (1780-1849) Among hisierj' numerous 
plajs, the most successful were Raising the Wind (1803), 
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Tires the sad gallery, lulls the hstless Pit , 

And Beaumont’s pilfered Caratach affords 
*A tragedy complete in all but words? ^ 

MTio but must mourn, while these are all the rage 
The degradation of our vaunted stage? 

Heavens 1 is all sense of shame and talent gone ? 
Have we no hvmg Bard of ment ? — none ? 

Awoke, George Colman ! ^ Cumberland, awake ! ^ 
Rmg the alarum bell ! let folly quake ' 


and Succlluaris and Wives (1823) The Worlds'tss brought 
out at Covent Garden, March 30, 1S08, and had a consider- 
able run- He ivas intimate with Charles and Mary Lamb 
(see Letters of Charles Lamby 11 16, 44) ] 

1 Mr T. Shendan, the new Manager of Druiy' Lane 
theatre, stopped the Tragedy of Bondnea {Caratach in the 
onginal JAS" j of the dialogue, and exhibited the scenes as 
the spectacle of Caraciaens Was this •v.OTth> of his sire ? or 
of himself? [Thomas Shendan (1775-1817), most famous 
as the son of Richard Bnnslej Shendan, and father of Lad> 
Duffenn, Mrs Norton, and the Duchess of Somerset, n-as 
author of seixral plaj'S. His Bondnea was plaj ed at Coi ent 
Garden, Ma> 3, 1S08 The following answer to a real or 
fictitious correspondent^ in the European Magazini. for 
Maj, 1808, IS an indication of contemporarj opinion 
“The Fishw Oman’s letter to the author of Car actants on the 
art of guttmg is madmissiblc.” For anecdotes of Thomas 
Shendmi, sec Angelo’s Rcmiutscenccs, 182S, 11 170-175 See, 
too. Epics of the Ton, p 264.] 

2 [George Colman, the voungcr (1762-1836), wTotc nu- 

merous dramas, scicral of which, eg The Iron Chest (1796), 
fobn Bull (1M3), The Heir-at-Latu (1808), have been 
popular with more than one generation of plaj-gders. An 
amusing companion, and a fa^ountc at Court, he was 
appointed Lieutenant of the Yeomen of the Guard, and 
examiner of plan’s by Rojail fai our, but his reckless mode of 
life kept him alwa>‘s m difficulties, yohn Bull is referred 
to in Hints from Horace, line i66 ] * 

3. [Richard Cumberland (1732-1811), the original of Sir 
Fretful Phgiarj in Tic Critic, a man of i-ancd abilities, 
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Oh ' Sheridan I if aught can rao\e th) pen, 580 
Let Comedy assume her throne again , '■ 

c 

Abjure the mummery' of German schools , 

Leave nevr Pizarros to tianslatmg fools; ^ 

Give, as thy last memorial to the age, 

One classic drama, and reform the stage. 

Gods ’ o’er those boards shall Folly rear her head, 
'V\Tiere Garrick, trod, and Siddons lives to tread?'"" 
On those shall Farce display buffoonery’s mast. 

And Hook conceal his heroes in a cask ? ^ 

Shall sapient managers new scenes produce 59° 


I Reriire her thrcne anirt — , 

[.^fS BnUsh Bards First ia Fr/rB- Eai'usra J 

II and KembU Ihcs to tread — _ „ , 

[British Bards First to Fciirth Editiers J 

wrote poetry, plays, novels, classical translations, and works 
of religions controversy He was successively Fellow 01 
Tnnity College, Cambndge, secretary to the Lord Lieutei^t 
of Ireland, and secretary to the Board of Trade. His 
best known plays are The West Indian, Tie JiTeei of 
Fortune, and 2 he jtesv He published his Jlcmoirs m 
1S06-7 ] 

1 [Shendan’s translation of Ptsarro, br Kotzebue, wm nrst 
play ed at Drury Lane, 1799 Southev wrote of it, “ h 
impossible to sink below Ptzarro Kotzebue’s play 
have passed for the worst possible if Shendan had not prov ed 
the possibility of making it worse” (Southey’s Letters, 1 S7) 
Gifford alludes to it in a note to The Manned as “ the trans- 
lation so maliciously attributed to Shendan.’’] 

2 [In aU editions, previous to the fifth, it was “ Kemble 
lives to tread.” Byron used to say, that, of actors, Cooke 
was the most natural, Kemble the most supernatural, Kean 
the medium between the two , but that Mrs Siddons was 
worth them all put together” Such effect, however, had 

vKean’s actmg on his nund, that once, on seeing him play 
Sir Giles Overreach, he was seized with a fit.] 

3 [See supra, line 563.] 
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From Cherry,' Skeffington,* and Mother Goose ? ' ’ 
tVhile Shakespeare, Otway, Massinger, forgot. 

On stalls must moulder, or in closets rot? 

Lo 1 ivith what pomp the daily pnnts proclaim 


1 SI George* and Good} Goose divide ike pme — 

[.V5 alternahve tn British Bards ] 


1 [Andrew Cherry [1762-1812) acted many parts m 
Ireland and in the provinces, and for a few >ears appeared 
at Drury Lane He was popular m Dublin, where nc was 
known as “Little Cherr)'" He was painted as Lazanllo 
in jephson’s Two Strings to Ycntr Bonu He wTote The 
Travellers (1806), Peter the Great (1807), and other plays ] 

2 Mr [now Sir Lumley] Skeffington is the illustrious 
author of The Sleeping Beauty , and some comedies, par- 
ticularly Maids and Bachelors Baccalauni baculo magis 


quam lauro digni 

[Lumley St George (afterwards Sir Lumley) Skeffington 
(1768-1850) Besides the plays mentioned in the note, he 
wrote The Matd of Honour (1803) and The Mysterious 
Bnde (1808) Amatory Verses, by Toni Shuffleton of the 
Middle Temple (1815), are attnbuted to his pen Thej arc 
prefaced by a dedicator} letter to l^Ton, which includes a 
coarse but clever skit in the style of English Bards “ Great 
Skeffington ” was a great dand> According to CapL Gronow 
{Remimscenees, 1 6^, “ he used to paint his face so that he 
looked like 1 French toy , he dressed ct la Robespierre, and 
practised all the follies , %vas remarkable for his polite- 
ness and courtl) manners You always knew of his 

approach bj an avant eouner of sweet smell" His play 
2 he Sleeping Beauty had a considerable rogue 

3 [Thomas John Dibdin (1771-1841), natural son of 
Charles Dibdin the elder, made his first appearance on the 
stage at the ago of four, playang Cupid to Mrs Siddons’ 
Venus at the Shakespeanan Jubilee in 1775 One of his 
best known pieces is 7 he Je"v and the Doctor (1708) His 
pantomime, Mother Goose, in which Gnmaldi took a part, 
was played at Corent Garden in 1807, and is said to hare 
brought the management £20,000 ] 

4 'We need not inform the reader that we do not allude 


to the Champion of England who slew the Dragon Our 
St George is content to draw status with a rerr different 
kind of aniinal — [Pencil note to British Bards ] 
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The nval candidates for Attic fame ' 

In gnm array though Lew is* spectres nse, 

Still Skeffington and Goose divide the prize 
And sure great SkefSngton must claim our praise, 

For skirtless coats and skeletons of plays 
Renowned alike , whose gemus ne'er confines 601 
Her flight to garnish Greenwood’s gaj designs ; ’■ ' 

Nor sleeps inth “Sleepmg Beauties,” but anon 
In fi\ e facefaous acts comes thundenng on 
'W’hile poor John Bull, bewildered with the scene, 
Stares, wondermg what the deval it can mean , 

But as some hands applaud, a i enal few ! 

Rather than sleep, why John applauds it too 

Such are we now. Ah ' wherefore should we turn 
To what our fathers were, unless to mourn? 
D^enemte Britons ! are }e dead to shame, 

Or, kmd to dulness, do you fear to blame ^ 

Well may the nobles of our present race 
Watch each distortion of a Naldi’s face , 

Well maj they smile on Italy’s buffoons. 

And worship Catalani’s pantaloons,^ 

1 Its f-urrllt.J’ignt io sfJmJxd — [Brtab Bards t^ldj 

1 Mr Greenwood is, we bebeve, scene-painter to 
Lane theatre — as such, Mr Skefnngton is much mdebtea 
to hun 

2 Naldi and Catalani require little notice , for the virage 
of the one, and the salar) of the other, will enable us long 
to recollect these amusmg mgabonds Besides, we are sm 
black and bhie from the squeeze on the first mght °f 
Lad}’’s appearance in trousers. [Guiseppe Naldi (1770-1S20; 
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Since their own Drama yields no fairer trace 
Of wit than puns, of humour than grimace.^ 


Then let Ausonia, skill’d m every art 
To soften manners, but corrupt the heart. 

Pour her exotic folhes o’er the town, 620 

To sanction 'Vice, and hunt Decorum down 
Let vedded strumpets languish o’er Deshayes, 

And bless the promise which his form displays , 

made his dibut on the London stage at the King’s Theatre 
in Apnl, 1806 In conjunction with Catatani and Braham, 
he gave concerts at WiTlis’ Rooms Angelica Catalani (circ 
1785-1849), a famous soprano, Italian by birth and training, 
made her dibut at Venice in 1795 She remamcd in England 
for eight ) cars (1806-14) Her first appearance m England 
was at the King’s Theatre, m Portogallo’s Scmtratiude, m 
1S06 Her large salaiy was one of the causes which 
proioked the O P (Old Pnces) Riots in December, 1809, at 
Cot ent Garden Pried saj s of his Ball Room Belle — 

“ She warbled Handel it was grand , 

She made the Catalani jealous 
I [Moore sajs tliat the following tirentj’ lines were struck 
off one night after Lord Byron’s return from the Opera, and 
sent the next morning to the printer The date of the letter 
to Dallas, with which the Imcs were enclosed, suggests that 
the representation which proi oked the outburst was that of 
/ Vtllegtalori RezzaJii, at the King’s Theatre, February 21, 
1809 The first piece, in which Naldi and Catalini were the 
pnncipal singers, was followed bj d’Egiille’s musical extrava- 
ganza, Don Quichoitt, on les Noccs de Gamachc In the 
corps de balht were Deshajes, for many ^cars master of the 
ballet at the King’s Theatre , Miss GajTon, who had plaj cd 
a Sjlph It Druiy Lane is carlj as 1806 (she was married, 
Mircfi iS, 1809, to the Rci William Murray, brother of Sir 
James Pultenci, Bart. — Uforntni^ Chronicle, December 30, 
1810), and Mademoiselle Angiolini, “elegant of figure, /r/r/c, 
but finely formed, with the manner of Vestns,” Made- 
moiselle Prcsle docs not seem to ha\c taken part m Don 
Qinchottc, but she was well known as pren tire danseusc in 
La Btllc Latttlre, La Fttc Cl tnotse, and other ballets ] 
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A^TuIe Ga}'ton bounds before th’ enraptured looks 
Of hoary Marquises, and stripling Dukes 
Let higb-bom lechers e} e the lively Presle 
Twirl her hght limbs, that spurn the needless \eil , 

Let Angiolmi bare her breast of snow, 

Wave the white arm, and point the pliant toe , 

Colhni tnll her love-inspinng song, ^3° 

Stram her fair neck, and charm the listenmg throng ’ 
kVhet ^ not 5 our scj-the. Suppressors of our Wee ' 
Reforming Samts ' too dehcately nice ' 

By whose decrees, our smfiil souls to sai e, 

No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers shav e , 

And beer undrawn, and beards luunown, displaj 
Your holy reverence for the Sabbath-day 


Or hail at once the patron and the pile 

Of %ace and folly, GreiiUe and Argy le > - 

1 [For “ whet’’ Editions 1-5 read ‘ raise ’’ Lines 632-63? 
are marked “ good ’’ in the Annotated Fourth Edition ] 

2 To prevent any blunder such as mistaking a street for 
a m-m I beg leave to state, that it is the institution, and not 
the Duke of that name, which is here alluded to 

A gentleman, with whom I am slightly acquainted, los* in 
the Argv Ic Rooms sev eral thousand pounds at Backgammon. 

It IS but justice to the manager in this instance to say, that 
some degree of disapprobation was manifested but wh) 
arc the implements of gaming allowed in a place devaj'ed to 
the societv of both seves ^ A pleasant thing for the vaves 
and daughters of those who arc blessed or cursed with such 
connections, to hear the Billiard-Balls rattling in one room, 

“ True It was Billv Wav who lost the moaev 1 
knew him, and was a subsenber to the iVrgylc at the time 
of this event ” — B 1S16 
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Where yon proud palace, Fashion’s hallow’d fane, 640 
Spreads wide her portals for the motley tram. 

Behold the new Petronius ^ of the day,'- 
Our arbiter of pleasure and of play 1 
There the hired eunuch, the Hespenan choir. 

The meltmg lute, the soft lasavious lyre, 

The song from Italy, the step from France, 

The midnight orgy, and the mazy dance. 

The smile of beauty, and the flush of wine. 

For fops, fools, gamesters, knaves, and Lords combme 
Each to his humour — Comus all alloivs , 650 

Champaign, dice, music, or your neighbour’s spouse 
Talk not to us, ye starvmg sons of trade 1 
Of piteous rum, which ourselves have made , 

In Plenty’s sunshine Fortune’s mmions bask, 

Nof think of Poverty, except “ en masque,” " 

AVhen for the nigiit some lately titled ass 


1 Behold the vru Petronius of the times 

The skilful Arbiter of modern crimes — ] 

and the dice in another 1 That this is the case 1 myself can 
testify^ as a late unworthy member of an Institution which 
materially affects the morals of the higher orders, while the 
low'er may not even move to the sound of a tabor and fiddle, 
without a chance of indictment for riotous behaviour [The 
Argyle Institution, founded by Colonel Greville, flounshed 
many years before the Argyll Rooms were built by Nash m 
1818 This mention of Grciillc's name caused hun to 
demand an explanation from Byron, but the matter was 
amicably settled by Moore and G F Lcckie, who acted on 
behalf of the disputants (see Ltfc, pp 160, i6i) ] 

I Petronius, ‘‘Arbiter clcgantiarum ” to Nero, ‘‘and a 
very’ pretty fellow in his day,” as Mr Congreve’s ‘‘Old 
Bachelor” saith of Hannibal 

C [‘‘WcarcauthonscdtostatcthatMr Grcialle, whohasa 
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Fit consummation of an earthly race 680 

Begun m folly, ended m disgrace, 

I^Tule none but menials o’er the bed of death. 

Wash thy red wounds, or watch thy wavenng breath , 
Traduced by bars, and forgot by all. 

The mangled victim of a drunken brawl. 

To hve like Clodius,^ and like Falkland falL= 


1 Clodtus — “Mutato nomine de te Fabula narratur” — 

[The allusion is to the well-known incidents of his 
intngue ivith Pompeia, Csesax’s wife, and his sacrilegious 
intrusion into the mjatenes of the Bona Dea. The Romans 
had a proi erb, “ aodius accuset Moechos ’ ” Qm , Sat 11, 27) 
That “Steenie” should lecture on the “ turpitude of incon- 
tmence ' ” Fori^tres of Ntgel, cap. 3xni )] 

2 I knew the late Lord F alklan d welL On Sundaj night 
I beheld hun presidmg at his own table, m all the honest 
pndeofhospitalitj ; on Wednesday mornmg, at three o’cloci:, 
I saw stretched b^ore me all that remained of courage, 
feeling, and a host of passions. He was a gallant and 
successful ofiScer . his faults were the faults of a sailor — as 
such, Bntons will forgive them. [“ Hts behaviour on the field 
was worthy of a better Cite, and his conduct on the bed of 
death evmced all the firmness of a man without the farce of 
repentance — I say the farce of repentance, for death-bed 
renentance is a farce, and as little semceab’e to the soul at 
such a moment as the surgeon to tee body, though both may 
be useful if taken m tune. Some hrrehng o the papers 


ance to hlr Heavirde. he 


, ‘Good 

God ’ what absurcity to talk in tins mauusr cf cne who d.ed 
like a Lon' — ne d.d mere.” — J’LS'] Hed'edLhtafcra'^mau 
in a better cause , for had he C a'. er . m Ckn manner cn the 
c‘ tue fcgats to vmch he was just apporuted, last 
moments would' have been h£d up by ins conntrymen as an 
examp'e to scuceedmg heroes. 

[Charles John Chrey. pmth Vi3.tun=t r arCrn d, died &cm 
a IT. — d rteewed in a duel w'm l-Ir. A. PcweC cn Ft5. ul, 

■ C, 


rece-vel m a cue. w 
''See Epreus letter to 

The sorry cf'-r—.'. 
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Why should we call them from their dark abode, 

In Broad St Giles’s or Tottenham-Road? 710 

Dr (smce some men of fashion nobly dare 
To scrawl m verse) from Bond-street or the Square?'" 
If things of Ton their harmless lays mdite. 

Most wisely doomed to shun the pubhc sight, 

■\Vhat harm ? m spite of every cntic elf, 

Sir T may read his stanzas to himself. 

Miles Andrews ‘ shll his strength m couplets try, 

And live in prologues, though his dram a s die 
Lords too are Bards such thmgs at times befall. 

And ’tis some praise m Peers to write at all 720 

Yet, did or Taste or Reason sway the times. 

Ah 1 a ho Mould take their titles aith their rhymes ? ^ 

1 From Grorvettor Place ar Square • — [AIS BnUsh Bards j 

(where he reposes with Ferdousi and Sadi, the Oriental 
Homer and Catullus), and behold his name assumed by one 
Stott of Dromore, the most impudent and execrable of 
literary poachers for the Daily Prints ? 

I [Miles Peter Andrews (d 1824) was the owner of large 
powder-mills at Dartford He was M P for Bewdley He 
held a good social position, but his intimate fnends were 
actors and playwnghts His Better Late than Never 
(which Reynolds and Topham helped him to write) was 

S cd for the first time at Drury Lane, October 17, 1790, 
Kemble as Saville, and Mrs Jordan as Augusta He 
IS mentioned m The Baviad, 1 10 , and in a note Gifford 
satirizes his prologue to Lorenzo, and desenbes him as an 
“ industrious paragraph-monger "I 

2 [In a manusenpt fragment, bound in the sametolumc 
as British Bards, we find these lines — 

“ In these, our times, with daily wonders big, 

A Lettered peer is like a lettered pig , 

Both know their Alphabet, but who, from thence. 

Infers that peers or pigs hat e manly sense ? 

Still less that such should woo the graceful nine , 
Parnassus was not made for lords and swane ”] ' 

\OL 1 2 A 
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Roscommon !' Sheffield P ivith your spirits fled,^ 
No future laurels deck a noble head. 

No Muse Avill cheer, with renovating smile, 

The paralytic puling of Carlisle.'- 


I On one alone Apollo deigns to simle 

And crowns a new Roscommon in Carlisle 

[AfS Addition to British Bards J 
Nor den a hackneyed Muse will deign to smile 
On minor Byron, os mature Carlisle — \First Edition ] 




1 [Wentworth Dillon, 4th Earl of Roscommon (1634-16^, 
author oif many translations and minor poems, endeavoured 
(circ i66\l) to found an English literary academy ] 

2 Qohrf Sheffield, Earl of Mulgravc (1658), Marquis of 
Normanbrt (1694), Duke of Buckingham (1703) (i 649 "f 72 i/) 
"Tote an ^say upon Poetry, and several other works.] 

3 [Lines] 727-740 were added after DrtUsh Bar^ had 
been printelf, and are mcluded in the First Edition, but the 
appearance |in British Bards of Imes 723-726 and 74 i- 74 °> 
which have iVieen cut out from Mr Murray’s MS , fo™® 

of many proclfs as to the identity of the text of the MS ana 
fhe pnnted ^larto ] „ 

4 - [FredenA'k Hoivard, 5th Earl of Carlisle, K.G (I 74 ° 
1825), ViceroJ/ of Ireland, 1780-1782, and Pnvy Seal, eto, 
published tS ogedtes and Poems, 1801 He was 
first cousin ft once removed, and his guardian 
Original ana^ Translated were dedicated to Lord Lmlis , 
as an eflased MS addition to British Bards tesuuw, 
he was to ha^'o been excepted from the rolr 01 u 

poetasters — 

“ Ah, who wf^tuld take their titles from their rhymes ? 

On one air Apollo deigns to smile, ^ 

And crowns new Roscommon in Carhsle 


Before, however, 
Carhsle ignored 1 
taking his seat m 
slight, eighteen lines 
couplet LordC',,’, 
Byron was informed th 
in the words “paralyb 
claimed, “ I did not toe 


revised Satire was sent to the pres , 
cousin’s request to introduce him 
House of Lords, and, to 
of castigation supplanted ffie flatten B 
'» suffered from a nervous 
t some readers had scented an m 
puling” “I thank Heavm he 
w It , and u ould not, could no , 



ENGLISH BARDS, AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS 355 

The puny schoolboy and his early lay 
Men pardon, if his follies pass away , 

But who forgives the Senior’s ceaseless verse, 

^Vhose hairs grow hoary as his rhymes grow worse? 730 
What heterogeneous honours deck the Peer 1 
Lord, rhymester, petit-maitre, pamphleteer > ^ 

So dull m youth, so dnvelhng m his age. 

His scenes alone had damned our smkmg stage , 

But Managers for once cned, “ Hold, enough ' ” 

Nor drugged their audience mth the tragic stuff 
Yet at their judgment let his Lordship laugh,'- 
And case his volumes in congenial calf, 


1 Yet at their fiat 

Yet at their nausea [il/^ Addition to British Bards ] 

had I must naturall) be the last person to be pointed on 
defects or maladies ” 

In 1814 ho consulted Rogers on the chance of conciliating 
Carlisle, and in Childe Harold, in 29, he laments the loss 
of the “ joungand gallant Howard” (Carlisle’s joungestson) 
at Waterloo, and admits that “ he did his sire some wrong ” 
But, according to Medwm {Conversations, 1824, p 362), who 
prints an excellent parody on Carlisle’s lines addressed to 
Lady Holland in 1822, in which he urges her to decline the 
IcOTcy of Napoleon’s snuff-box, Bjron made fun of his “ noble 
relative” to the end of the chapter {^tde post, p 370, note 2) ] 
r The Earl of Carlisle has lately published an eighteen- 
penny pamphlet on the state of the Stage, and offers his plan 
for building a new theatre. It is to be hoped his Imrdship 
will be permitted to bnng forward anjthing for the Stage — 
except his own tragedies [This pampWet was entitled 
Thoughts upon the present condthon of tin. sta^L, and upon 
the construction of a nev) Theatre, anon iSoSj 
[Line 732 None of the earlier editions, includmg the fifth 
and Miuraj, 1831, insert “and” between “ pctit-maitre ” and^ 
“ pamphleteer" No doubt Bj-ron sounded the final s% liable 
of “ maitrc," anghei “ maitcr ”J 
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Yes ! doff that covenng, where Morocco shines, 

And hang a calf-skin on those recreant lines ^ 740 

With ) ou, j e Druids ' nch m native lead, 

WTio daily scnbble for your daily bread 
With you I war not Gifford’s heavy hand 
Has crushed, wathout remorse, your numerous band 
On “ AJl the Talents ” vent your venal spleen , " 

Want IS your plea, let Pity be your screen 
Let Monodies on Fo\ regale your crew, 

And Melville’s Mantle ^ prove a Blanket too ! 


1 “ Doff that lion’s hide, 

And hang a calf-skm on those recreant limbs ” 

Shakespeare, King John 

Lord Carlisle’s works, most rcsplendentlj bound, form a 
conspicuous ornament to his book-shehes — 

“ The rest is all but [onl} , MS ] leather and prunella.” 

“ Wrong also — the provocation ivas not suffiaent to justify 
such acerbity ” — B , 1816 

3 All the Blocks, or an Anitdole to “All the Talents” by 
Flagellum (W H Ireland^ London, 1807 The Groan of 
the Talents, or Private Sentiments on Public ^Occasions, 
1807 , “ Gr — vile Agonistes, A Dramatic Poem, 1807, etc , 
etc.” 

3 “Melville’s Mantle,” a parody on ElijaVs Mantle, a 
poem. \EhjaKs Mantle, being verses occasioned by tlu death 
M that illustrious statesman, tlu Right Hon W Pitt 
Dedicated to the Right Rev the Lord Bishop of Lmcoln 
(1807), was written by James Sayer Melvtllds Mantle, 
being a Parody on the foem entitled “ EltjalCs Mantle” 
was pubhshed by Budd, 1807 A Monody on the death of 
the R H C y Fox, by Richard Payne Knight, was pnnted 
for J Payne, 1806-7 Another “ Monody,” Lines ‘written on 
I returning from the Funeral of the R H C f Pox, Friday 
Oct. \o, 1806, addressed to Lord Holland, was by^ M G 
Leins, and there were others ] 
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One common Lethe waits each hapless Bard, 

And, peace be with you 1 ’tis your best reward 750 
Such damnmg fame , as Dunciads only give *• 

Could bid your hues beyond a morning live , 

But now at once your fleetmg labours close, 

With names of greater note m blest repose 
Far be’t from me unkindly to upbraid 
The lovely Rosa’s prose in masquerade. 

Whose strains, the faithful echoes of her mind. 

Leave wondenng comprehension far behmd ' 

Though Crusca’s bards no more our journals fill,* 

Some stragglers skirmish round the columns still , 760 
Last of the howlmg host which once was Bell’s, “• 
Matilda snivels yet, and Hafiz yells , 


1 Sue/i snetrtttff fanu — [British Bards ] 
n Though Bell has lost his nightingales and envls, 

Matilda snivels still and Hafie hiruls. 

And Cmsea's spirit rising from the dead 
Revives in Laura, Quiz, and A' V Z — 

[British Bards First to Third Editions, iSlo ] 

1 This lovely little Jessica, the daughter of the noted Jew 
King, seems to bo a follower of the Della Crusca school^ and 
has published two volumes of \cry respectable absurdities in 
rhyme, as times go , besides sundry novels in the stj le of 
the first edition of The Monk 

“ She since married the Morning Post — an c\ceeding 
good match , and is now dead — which is better” — B , 1816 
[The last seven words arc m pencil, and, possibly, b) 
another hand The novelist “ Rosa,” the daughter of “ Jew 
King,” the lordlj money-lender who lived in Clarges Street, 
and drove a jellow chanot, may possibly be confounded 
wath “Rosa hiatilda,” Mrs ByTnc (Gronow, Rem (1S89), 1 
132-136) (Sec note I, p 358 )] j 

2 [Lines 759, 760 were added for the first time in the 
Fourth Edition ] 
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And Merry’s ^ metaphors appear anew, 
Chained to the signature of O P. Q ® 


1 [Lines 756-764, with variant 11 , refer to the Della Cruscan 
school, attacked by Gifford m The Bavtad and The Mavtad 
Robert Merr}' (1755-1798), together with Mrs Piozzi, Bertie 
Greatheed, Wilham Parsons, and some Itahan friends, formed 
a litcraiy societj' called the Ostost at Florenc^ where the) 
published The Arno Miscellany (1784) and The Florence 
Miscellany (1785), consisting of verses in which the authors 
“say kind things of each other” (Preface to The Florence 
Miscellany, h) Mrs Piozzi) In 1787 Merry, who had become 
a member of the Della Cruscan Academy at Florence, 
returned to London, and wrote in the World (then edited by 
Captain Topham) a sonnet on “ Love,” under the signature 
of “ Della Crusca ” He was answered by Mrs. Hannah 
Cowley, nie Parkhouse (1743-1809), famous as the authoress 
of The BcUds Stratagem (acted at Covent Garden in 17S2), 
in a soimet called “ The Pen^” signed “ Anna Matilda ” The 
poetical correspondence which followed was pubhshed m 
The British Album (1789, 2 vols.) by John Bell Other 
wnters connected wth the Della Cruscan school were 
“Perdita” Robmson, Darby (1758-1800), who published 
The Mistletoe (1800) under the pseudonym “Laura Mana, 
and to whom Merry addressed a poem quoted by Gifford in 
The Bavtad (^lotc to 1100284) , Charlotte Dacre, who mamed 
Byrne, Robinson’s successor as editor of the Morning Post, 
wrote imder the pseudonym of “ Rosa Matilda,” and pub- 
lished poems (Hours of Solitude, 1805) and numerous novels 
(Confessions of the Nun of St Outer’s, 1805 , Zofloya^ Tlu 
Libcrtmc, etc ) , and “ Hafiz” (Robert Stott, of the Morning 
Post) Of these wnters, “ Della Crusca ” Merry, and “ Laura 
Mana ” Robinson, w ere dead , “ Anna Matilda ” Cowley , 

“ Hafiz” Stott, and “ Rosa Matilda” Dacre w'ere still living 
John Bell (1745-1831), the publisher of The British Albuir, 
wns also one of the propnetors of the Morning Post, the 
Oracle, and the World, in all of which the Della Cruscans 
wrote His “ Owls and Nightingales ” are explained by a 
reference to The Bavtad (1 284), where Gifford pretends to 
mistake the nightingale, to which Merry (“Arno ”} addressed 
some lines, for an owl “ On looking again, I find the owl 
to be a nightingale 1 — N’lmportc ”j 

2 These are the signatures of various wortliics who figure 
in the poetical departments of the new spapers 
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When some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall, 
Employs a pen less pointed than his awl, 

'Leaves his snug shop, forsakes his store of shoes, 

St Cnspm quits, and cobbles for the Muse, 

Heavens t how the vulgar stare I how crowds applaud ! 
How ladies read, and Literati laud 1 ^ 770 

If chance some wicked wag should pass his jest, 

’Tis sheer ill-nature — don’t the world know best? 
Genius must guide when nits admire the rhyme. 

And Capel Lofft ’ declares ’tis quite sublime 

I “This was meant for poor Blackett, who was then 
patromscd by A. I B ” (Lady Byron) , “ but that I did not 
{mow, or this would not have been wnttcn, at least I think 
not” — B., 1816 

Qoseph Blacket (1786-1810), said by Southey [Letters, 

1 172) to possess “force and rapidity," and to be en- 
dowed with “ more powers than Robert Bloomfield, and an 
intellect of higher pitch,” was the son of a labourer, and 
b) trade a cobbler He was brought into notice by S J 
Pratt (who published Blacket’s Rematits m iSii), and was 
befnended by the Milbankc family Miss Milbanke, after- 
wards Indy Byron, wrote (Sept 2, 1809), “Seaham is at 
present the residence of a poet, by name Joseph Blacket, 
one of the Bums-likc and Dermody kind, whose genius is 
liis sole possession I was yesterday m his company for the 
first time, and ivas much pleased wath his manners and con- 
versation He is extremely diffident, liis deportment is mild, 
and his countenance animated melancholy and of a satirical 
turn His poems certainly display a supenor genius and an 
enlarged mind ” Blacket died on the Seaham estate 
in Sept, iSio, at the age of twenty-three. (See i^ron’s 
letter to Dallas, June 28, 1811 , lus Epitaph for Joseph 
Blackett, and Hints from Horace, L 734.)] 

2 Cupel Loffl, Esq , the Maecenas of shoemakers, and 
Prefacc-wnter-Gcneral to distressed versemen, a kind of 
gratis Accoucheur to those who wash to be deli\ ered of rhyane, 
but do not know how to bnng it forth ^ 

[Capel Lofft (1751-1S24), junst, poet, cntic, and horticul- 
tunst, honoured himself by lus kindly patronage of Robert 
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May Moorland -weavers ^ boast Pindaric skill, 

And tailors’ lays be longer than their bill 1 

« 

■While punctual beaux reward the grateful notes. 

And pay for poems — when they pay for coats 

To the famed throng now paid the tnbute due,*- 
Neglected Gemus 1 let me turn to you 800 

Come forth, oh Campbell 1 give thy talents scope , 
AVho dares aspire if thou must cease to hope ? 

And thou, melodious Rogers I rise at last. 

Recall the pleasmg memory of the past , - 

j A^ene since the past hate claimed the tnbute dtu — 

\Bnttsh Bards MS ] 

1 Vide RccoUecliotis of a Weaver tn the Moorlands of 
Staffordshire [The exact title is The Moorland Bard, or 
Poetical Recollections of a Weaver, etc 2 vols , 1807 The 
author was T Bakew ell, who also wrote A Domestic Guide 
to Insanity, 1805 ] 

2 It would be superfluous to recall to the mind of the 
reader the authors of The Pleasures of Memory and The 
Pleasures of Hope, the most beautiful didactic poems in 
our language, if we except Pope’s Essay on Man but so 
many poetasters have started up, that even the names of 
Campbell and Rogers are become strange — [Beneath this 
note Byron scribbled, in 1816, — 

“ Pretty' Miss Jaquclinc 
Had a nose aquiline. 

And w ould assert rude 
Things of Miss Gertrude, 

While Mr Marmion 
Led a great army on. 

Making Kehama look 
Like a fierce Mameluke ” 

“ I ha\e been reading,” he says, in 1813, Memory again, 
and Hope together, and retain all my preference of the 
former His elegance is rcallj wonderful — there is no such 
a thing as a \ailgnr line m his book." In the annotations 
of i8t6, Byron remarks, “Rogers has not fulfilled the 
promise of his first poems, but has still very great menu”] 
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Anse I let blest, remembrance still mspire, 

And stnke to wonted tones thy hallowed lyre. 

Restore Apollo to his vacant throne, 

Assert thy coimtry’s honour and thine own. 

'\\Tmt ! must deserted Poesy still weep 

'\\Tiere her last hopes with pious Cowper sleep? 810 

Unless, perchance, from his cold bier she turns. 

To deck the turf that i\Taps her mmstrel, Burns ! 

No 1 though contempt hath marked the spunous brood. 
The race who rhyme from folly, or for food, 

Yet still some genmne sons ’tis hers to hoast, 

■Who, least affectmg, still affect the most 
Feel as they wnte, and wnte but as they feel — 

Bear witness Gifford,^ Sothebv,® Macneil ® 

1 Albion's cliffs to Caledonia's coast 

Some fciu who know to wnte as well as feel — [MS ] 

1 Gifford, author of the Bavtad and Mceviad, the first 
satires of the day, and translator of Juvenal, [and one (though 
not the best) of the translators of Juvenal — British Bards \ 

2 SOTHEBY, translator of Wieland’s Oberoii and Virgil s 
Georgies, and author of Saul, an epic poem [W^am 
Sotheby (1757-1833) began life as a cavalry officer, but being 
a man of fortune, sold out of the army and devoted hiniKu 
to hterature, and to the patronage of men of letters His 
translation of the Oberon appeared in 1798, and 
Georgies in 1800 Saul was published m 1807 When 
Byron was in Venice, he conceived a dishke to Sotheby, 
in the belief that he had made an anonymous attack on 
some of his works , but, later, his verdict was, “ a good man, 
rhymes well (if not wisely) , but is a bore” {Diary, 1821 , 
Works, p 509, note) He is “the solemn antique man of 
rhyme ” {Befpo, st bciii ), and the “ Botherby ” of The Blues j 
and in Don Juan, Canto I st cxvi , we read — 

“ Thou shalt not covet Mr Sotheby’s house 
His Pegasus nor anything that’s his "] 

3 Macneil, whose poems are deservedly popular, par- 
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“ Why slumbers Gifford ? ” once was asked m vam , 
AlTiy slumbers Gifford ? let us ask agam ’ 820 

Are there no folhes for his pen to purge? 

Are there no fook whose backs de m a n d the scourge ? 

Are there no sms for Satire’s Bard to greet ? 

Stalks not gigantic Vice m every street? 

Shall Peers or Pnnces tread polluDon’s path, 

And ’scape ahke the Laws and Muse’s wrath ? 

Nor blaze ivith guilty gbre through future time, 

Eternal beacons of consummate crime? 

Arouse thee, Gifford 1 be thy promise claimed. 

Make bad men better, or at least ashamed 830 


Unhappy White 1 - while life was in its sprmg, 

And thj young Muse just \rai ed her joj ous wmg, 

ticularl> “ Scotland’s Scaith,” and the “AVaes of War,” of 
which ten thousand copies were sold m one month [Hector 
Macneil (1746-1816) wrote in defence of slaverj m Jamaica, 
and was the author of scicral poems ScotlarcTs Skatlh, or 
the History of Will and jeau (1795), The IVaes of IFar, or 
iJ c Upshot of the Hist or} of Will and Jean (1796), etc , etc,] 

1 Mr Gifford promised pubhclj that the Barotad and 
Mcroittd should not be his last onginal works let him re- 
member, “ Mov in reluctantes driconcs ’’ [Cf Hcav Morality , 
lines 29-42 ] 

2 Henrj Kirke White died atCambndge, m October 1806, 
m consequence of too much exertion in the pursuit of studies 
that ivould hai-e matured a mind which disc-ase and poverty 
could not impair and which Death itself destroyed rather 
than subdued His poems abound in such beauties as must 
impress the reader wath the Inchest regret that so short a 
period was allotted to talents, which wnuld hate dignified 
e\en the sacred (unctions he was destined to assume, 

[H K, White (17S5-1S06) published Clifton Croze and 
other poems m 1S03 Two tolumes of his Bematns, consist- 
ing of poems, letters, etc , wath a life by Southet , w ere issued 
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The Spoiler swept that soaring Ljre away,*- ’ 

■\\Tuch else had sounded an immortal lay 
Oh ' what a noble heart was here undone, 

'\\Tien Science’ self destroyed her faiounte son ' 

Yes, she too much indulged thy fond pursuit, 

She sowed the seeds, but Death has reaped the fruit 
’Twas thme owm Gemus gave the final blow, 

And helped to plant the wound that laid thee low 840 
So the struck Eagle, stretched upon the plain. 

No more through rollmg clouds to soar agam, 

Viewed his own feather on the fatal dart, 

And wmged the shaft that qui\ ered m his heart , 

Keen were his pangs, but keener far to feel 
He nursed the pmion which impelled the steel , 

YTule the same plumage that had warmed his nest 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleedmg breast 


There be who say, m these enlightened da}S, 

That splendid lies are all the poet’s praise , S50 

1 The spoiler camt , and cU Ih) promise fair 
Has sought ike grave, to sleep for ever there — 

\^First to Fourth Editions ] 

m 180S His tendency to epilepsy was increased b} oier- 
work at Cambridge He once remarked to a fiaend that 
“were he to paint a picture of Fame, crowning a dis- 
tinguished undergraduate after the Senate house examina- 
tion, he would represent her as conceahng a Death’s head 
imder a mask of Beautj ” {Life of H K Iv, b} Southe) , i 
45) Bj “the soaring lyre^ which else had sounded an 
immortal laj,” Bjtoic perhaps, refers to the unfimshed 
Christiad, which, saj-s Southej, “ Heniy had most at heart”] 

1 [Lines 832-534, as they stand m the text, were inserted 
in MS m both the Annotated Copies of the Fourth Edition.] 
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That Strained Invention, ever on the wing. 

Alone impels the modem Bard to smg 
* ’Tis true, that all who rhyme — nay, all who wnte, 
Shrmk from that fatal word to Genius — ^Tnte , 
Yet Truth sometimes will lend her noblest fires, 
And decorate the verse herself mspires 
This fact m Virtue’s name let Crabbe ^ attest , 
Though Nature’s sternest Painter, yet the best 


And here let Shee ^ and Genius find a place, 
Whose pen and pencil yield an equal grace , 860 

To guide whose hand the sister Arts combme, 

And trace the Poet’s or the Pamter’s hne , 

Whose magic touch can bid the canvas glow, 

Or pour the easy rhyme’s harmonious flow , 

^Vhlle honours, doubly mented, attend '• 

The Poet’s nval, but the Pamter’s fnend 


Blest IS the man nho dares approach the bower 
^Vhere dwelt the Muses at their natal hour , 


1 Ott him may mmlonoiit honours tend 
H'hi/e doubly — IjIAJ erased ] 

1 “ I consider Crabbe and Colchdgc as the first of 
these tunes, in point of pouer and genius ’’ — B , 1816 

2 Mr Shee, author of Rhymes on Art and Elements of 
Art [Sir Martin Archer Shee (1770-1850) was President of 
the Ro>al Academ-j (1830-45) His Rhymes on Art (180^) 
and Elements of Art (1809), a poem in six cantos, wiU 
hardly be regarded as worthy of Byron’s praise, which was 
probabl) quite genuine He also wotc a novel, Harry 
Calvcrley, and other works ] 
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\^^lOse steps have pressed, whose eye has marked afar. 
The dime that nursed the sons of song and var, 870 
The scenes which Glory still must hover 0 er. 

Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore 
But doubly blest is he whose heart expands 
\Vith hallowed feelings for those classic lands , 

UTio rends the veil of ages long gone by. 

And neire their remnants with a poet’s eye ! 

Wright ! ^ ’tiv'as thy happy lot at once to vieis 
Those shores of glory', and to smg them too , 

And sure no common Muse mspired thy pen 
To hail the land of Gods and Godlike men 

And you, associate Bards ' ^ who snatched to light 
Those gems too long ivithheld from modem sight , 


1 A-td united Bards —[MS Addttwn io Snitsk Bards ] 

And you ye navuless — [il/'A' erased ] 

1 Mr Wnght, late Consul-General for the Sevm Istods^ 

IS author of a very' beautiful poem, just j »},£ 

entitled Hores Iohioe, and is descnpti\ e of the 

adjacent coast of Greece. [Walter R°dwell Wnght 1^ 

afterwards President of the Court of Appeal m , 

he died in 1826 Harm lotitca, a Poem 

loinan Islands, and Part of the Adjacent Coast oj 

was published m i8og He is mentioned m 

long notes to Childe. Harold, canto 11 , dated r ran 

Convent, Mar 17,1811] ....w.dipd 

2 The translators of the Anthology have smce pu 

separate poems, which evince genius that j 

opportunity to attam emmence. [The Rev 
(1770-1825) pubhshed,in 1806, Trasislations chiefly P'f 
Greek Anthology, ■mth Talcs and Mtscellamous ^ 

In these he was assisted (see Life of the Rev e 

Hodgson, vol i pp 226-260) by Denman (afterwar^ 
Justice), by Hodgson himself, and, above all, by j 
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A\Tiose mingling taste combined to cull the wreath 
^^^llle Attic flowers Aonian odours breathe, 

And all their renovated fragrance flung. 

To grace the beauties of your native tongue , 

Now let those minds, that nobly could transfuse 
The glonous Spirit of the Grecian Muse, 

Though soft the echo, scorn a borrowed tone ' 
Resign Achaia’s lyre, and strike your own 890 


Let these, or such as these, with just applause," 
Restore the Muse’s violated laws , 

But not m flimsy Darwin’s* pompous chime,"'- 
That mighty master of unmeanmg rhyme. 

Whose gilded cymbals, more adorned than clear, 
'fhe eye delighted, but fatigued the ear, 


I Tfatulatimt's Sirvile loark at length duenen 
And quit Achaia's Muse to eourt your own — 

[JIfS Addition to British Bards ] 

II Let these arise and anxious of applause — 

[British Bards MS ] 

lii But not lit henry — [British Bards MS ] 

Herman Mcnvalc ^177^1844), who subscqucntl> , m 1813, 
was joint editor wnth him of Collcclions from the Greek 
A nifiology, etc ] 

I [Erasmus Darwin (1731-1802), the grandfather of 
Charles Robert Darwin Coleridge describes his poctrj as 
“ nothing but a succession of landscapes or paintings It 
arrests the attention too often, and so prei ents the ripiditj 
necessary to pathos ” — Antma Poetee, 1895, p 5 His chief 
works arc The Botaiuc Garden (1789-92) and The Temple 
of Nature (1803) By-ron’s censure of The Botanic Garden 
IS inconsistent wath his principles, for Darwm’s lerse was 
strictly modelled on the Imes of Pope and his followers 
But the Lovis of the Triangles had laughed away the Loves 
of the Plants ] 
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In show the simple lyre could once surpass. 

But now, worn down, appear in native brass , 

■\^^ule all his tram of hovering sjlphs around 
Evaporate m similes and sound 9°° 

Him let them shun, with him let tmsel die 
False glare attracts, but more offends the eye.^ 


Yet let them not to vulgar Wordsivorth - stoop, 
The meanest object of the lowly group, 

Whose verse, of all but childish prattle void, 

Seems blessed harmony to Lamb and LLom ^ 


1 The neglect of T]te Botanic Garden is some proof of 
returning taste. The scenery' is its sole recommendation 
2. [This was not BjTon’s mature opinion, nor had he so 
expressed himself m the review of Wordsworth’s 
which he contributed to Crosbys Ma^astne m 1S07 
p 669) His scorn was, in part, provoked by mdignities 
offered to Pope and Dry den, and, m part, assumed because 
one Lake poet called up the rest , and it was good sport to 
flout and jibe at the “ Fratemitj ” That the day would 
come when the message of Wordsworth vould reach his 
ears and auaken his enthusiasm, he could no^ of coume, 
foresee (see Childc Harold, canto lu stanzas 72, et seqq ) J 
3 Messrs Lamb and Lloyd, the most ignoble foUoivers of 
Southey and Co [Charles Lloyd (1775-1S39) resided for 
some months under Colendge’s roof, first in Bnstol, and 
afterwards at Nether Stouey (1796-1797) He published, in 
1796, a foho edition of his Poetns on the Death of Presctlla 
Farmer, m which a sonnet by Coleridge and a poem of 
Lamb’s v ere included Lamb and Lloj d contnfautea severm 
pieces to the second edition of Colendge’s Poems, pubhshed 
in 1797, and m 1798 they brought out a jomt lolume of 
their own composition, named Poems in Blank Verse 
Edmund Oliuer, a novel, appeared also m 179S An 
estrangement between Colendge and Lloyd resulted m a 
quarrm with Lamb, and a drawmg together of Lamb, Lloj d, 
and Southey But Byron probably had m his rmnd nothmg 
more than the lines in the Anti-facobin, where Lamb and 
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Let them — ^but hold, my Muse, nor dare to teach 

A straiH far, far beyond thy humble reach 

The native genius ivith their being given 

Will pomt the path, and peal their notes to heaven 910 


And thou, too, Scott ! * resign to nunstrels rude 
The wilder Slogan of a Border feud 
Let others spm their meagre lines for hire , 

Enough for Genius, if itself mspne I 

Let Southey sing, altho’ his teemmg muse,'- 

Prolific every spnng, be too profuse , 

Let simple Wordsworth ^ chime his childish verse, 
iVnd brother Coleridge lull the babe at nurse , "• 

Let Spectre-mongcnng Lewis aim, at most,"'- 

To rouse the Gallenes, or to raise a ghost , 920 


i Let prurient SaiitAey cease — [MS British Bards ] 

n still the babe at nurse — [A/i" ] 

Let Leivis Jill our nurseries with alarm 
iVith tala that oft dis^ist and never charm 
lu But thmi with poii'crs — [A/^ British Bards ] 

Lloyd arc classed with Colcndgc and Southey as advocates 
of French socialism • — 

“ Colendge and Southey, Lloj d and Lamb and Co , 
Tunc all your mjstic harps to praise Lepaux ” 

In later life Bj-ron expressed a very' different opinion of 
Lamb’s literary ments. (Seethe preface to iVenier, now first 
published )] 

1 By the bye, I hope that in Mr Scott’s next poem, his 
hero or heroine will be less addicted to “ Gramary c,” and 
more to Grammarj than the Lady of the Lay and her I 3 ra\o, 
William of Delorainc. 

2 “Unjust," — B, i8t6 [In Frost at Midnight, first 
published in 1798, Colcndgc twice mentions his Cradled 
infant ”] 

VOL 1 


2 B 
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Let Moore still sigh; let Straxgford steal irom Moore,^ 
And swear that Cajioens sang snch notes of yore , 

Let Hjwley bobble on, MoxrcOiiERV rai'e, 

And godly Grahame chant a stupid stave ; 

Let sonneteering Bowles * his strains reSn^ 

And whine and whimper to the fourteenth hne : 

Let Stott, Carlisle,^ Matild.^, and tne rest 

I Lei Moqxe he Ired, I'i Straxgfc>i:d sled frt— Moons. — 

[.!«■ f7n‘ O Fctirir £csi.c~J I 

I [The Rev W. L. Bowles {z^dc cr.te, p- 323, note 2), 
published, in 17S9 Fouriun Sonnets -nnni/en cLt'fj c. 
Psciaresq ic Sjtcis d trit^ a jourrc) .j 

2- It tna} be asked, Tvhv I have censured the Earl 01 
Carlisle, mv guaroian and relath e to whom I dedicated a 
volume of pucnle poems a few years ago ? — ^Thegnar^ansaip 
was nominal, at least as far as I hat e been able to dismv^ 
the relabonslup I cannot help and am verj* sony for it ; but 
as his Lordship seemed to* forget it on a veri essenual 
occasion to me I shall not burden my memoiy with the 
recollection 1 do not thmk that personal differences sanction 
the unjust condemnation of a brother scribbler, but I ^ 
no reason whv they should act as a preventive, when t^ 
author, noble or ignoble, has, for a senes of rears 
a ‘‘ discemmg public ^ (as the advertisements have it) with 
divers reams of most orthodox, imjierial nonsense. Besid^ 

I do not s*ep aside to ntaperate the earl no — his ivorss 
come fairly in review with those of other Patncian_ Literati 
If, before f escaped from my teens I said anj'thmg in 
of his Lordship’s paper books it was m the wa> of antuul 
dedication, and more frnm the advice of others than mj own 
judgment, and I seire the first opportumty of pronouncing my 

smcere recantabon. I hat e heard that some persons concert 
me to be under obligations to Lord CARLISI.E if so I shah 
be most parbcnlariy happy to leam what they are. and wiea 
conferred that they may be duly appreciate and publicly 
acknowieged. M'hat I have humblj advanced as an opinion 
on his printed thmgs, I am prepared to support, if necessary, by 
potations from Elegies. Eulogies, O des. Episodes and certain 
facetious and damtj tragedies beanng his name and maik 
“ MTiat can ennoble knaves or fools, or cowards ’ 

Alas ’ not all the blood of aD the Howards." 
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Of Grub Street, and of Grosvenor Place the best. 

Scrawl on, ’bll death release us from the strain, 

• 

Or Common Sense assert her rights agam , 930 

But Thou, with powers that mock the aid of praise, 
Should’st leave to humbler Bards ignoble lays 
Thy country’s voice, the voice of all the Nme, 

Demand a hallowed harp — that harp is thine 
Say 1 will not Caledoma’s annals yield 
The glonous record of some nobler field. 

Than the vile foray of a plundering clan, 

IVhose proudest deeds disgrace the name of man ? 

Or Mamuon’s acts of darkness, fitter food 

For Sherwood’s outlaw tales of Robin Hood ? '• 940 

Scotland 1 still proudly claim thy native Bard, 

And be thy praise his first, his best reward 1 
Yet not with thee alone his name should hve, 

But oivn the vast renown a world can give , 

Be known, perchance, when Albion is no more. 

And tell the tale of what she was before , 

To future times her faded fame recall. 

And save her glorj', tliough his country’ fall 

Yet \ihat avails the sangume Poet’s hope. 

To conquer ages, and with time to cope ? 950 

New eras spread tlieir uings, new nations nse, 

I For cutla i’t 1 Sfitr^WhCs lalci —{^fS Bnt Banis Eds 1-4] 

So says Pope Amen' — “Much too savage, whatcier the 
foundation might be” — B, 1S16 
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And other ■\hctors fill th’ applauding slaes , ^ 

A fevr bnef generations fleet along, 

\'\Tiose sons forget the Poet and his song 

E’en now, what once-loved Minstrels scarce may claim 

The transient mention of a dubious name ' 

lATien Fame’s loud trump hath blown its noblest blast, 

Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at last ; 

And glory, like the Phcenix * midst her fires, 

Exhales her odours, blazes, and expires 9^° 

Shall hoar) Granta call her sable sons. 

Expert in science, more expert at puns ? 

Shall these approach the Muse ? ah, no ' she flies, 

E\ en from the tempting ore of Seaton’s pnze , *■ 

Though Printers condescend the press to soil 
With rh>Tne b} Hoare,^ and epic blank by Hoixe * 

I 4t d eicn sp tms Ike great Scatemian fnze — 

[jIA? to FourSk jEditions (a correction in the 

Annotated Copj ) ] 

II HTM odes fy Smyth ^ and epsc smgs by Hoyle, 

Hoy le vokose team'd page, if still upr.eld by t-'hisl 

Rea tired ro sacred thea^ to bid us Its’ — , , 

[.TAT British Bards J 

I Line 952 H'olc — 

“ Tollere humo, nctorqne vinitn volitare per ora. 

(A'-IRGIU) ^ 

2. “ The devil take that ‘ Phoenix ’ ' Hon came it there ’ 
— B , iSi6 

3 [The Rev Charles James Hoare (rySr-iSdj), 
fnend of the leaders of the E\-angehcal partj, gamed the 
Seatonian Prize at Cambridge in ifey with his poem on the 
Shipwreck of St Paul ] , 

4- [Edmund Hojle, the father of the modem game of 
nhist,li\ed from 1672 to 1769 The Rev Charles Hojle, his 
“ poetical namesake,” was, like Hoare, a Seatoman pnzeman, 
and wrote an epic m thirteen books on the Exodus J 

3 [AWilham Smj-th (1766-1849) Professor of Modem 
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Not him whose page, if sbll upheld by whist, 

Requires no sacred theme to bid us list ^ 

■?’e 1 who m Gnmta’s honours would surpass, 

Must mount her P^sus, a full-groivn ass , 970 

A foal well worthy of her anaent Dam, 

AVhose Hehcon ^ is duller than her Cam ' 

There Clarke,® still stnvmg piteously “ to please,” ” 
Forgettmg doggerel leads not to degrees. 


I i'ei hold — as when by Heaven's supreme behest. 

If found, ten nghteous had preserved the Rat 
In Sfdonls fated tenon— for Granta’s name 
Let Hodgson's Gemus plead and save her fame 

But where fair Ists, etc — [iI/ 5 ' and British Bards ] 

II See Clarke still striving piteously to please 
Forgets that Doggrel leads not to degrea — 

[dAS Fragment bound up with British Bards ] 

Historj' at Cambridge, published his Engltsh Lyrtes (m 
1806), and several other works ] 

1 The Games of Hoyle, well known to the \otaries of 
Whist, Chess, etc , are not to be superseded b) the vagaries of 
his poetical namesake [“illustrious S>-nonime” in MS and 
Bntish Bards\ whose poem compnsed, as expressly stated 
in the ad\ crtiscmcnt, all the “ Plagues of Egypt” 

2 [Here, as m line 391, “Fresh fish from Helicon,” etc , 
Byron confounds Helicon and Hippocrene.] 

3 This person, who has lately belrajed the most rabid 
symptoms of confirmed authorship, is writer of a poem de- 
nominated The Art of Pleasing, as “ Lucus a non lucendo,” 
containing little pleasantry, and less poelrj’ He also acts 
as [“ lies as ” in MS ] monthl) slipcndiarj and collector of 
calumnies for the Satirist If this unfortunate ) oung man 
would exchange the magazines for the mathematics, and 
endeaxour to take a decent degree m his unuersitj, it might 
ctentuallj pro\e more serviceable than his present salary 

Note — An unfortunate joung person of Emanuel College, 
Cambndpc, j cleped Hewson Clarke, has latel) manifested the 
most rabid sjmptoms of confirmed Authorship His Disorder 
commenced some jears ago, and the Ne-ucastlc Herald 
teemed witli his precocious cssaj’s, to the great edification of 
the Burgesses of Newcastle, Morpeth, and the parts adjacent 
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A ivould-be satinst, a hired Buffoon, 

A monthly scnbbler of some low Lampoon,' 

V 

even unto Berwick upon Tweed These ha\e since been 
abundantly scurrilous upon the [tow n] of Ncw'castle, his natn c 
spot, Mr Mathias and Anacreon Moore What these rnen 
had done to offend Mr Hewson Clarke is not known, but 
surely the town in whose markets he had sold meat, and m 
whose weekly journal he had written prose deserved better 
treatment. Mr H C should recollect the proverb "’ns a 
villainous bird that defiles his mvn nest.” He now wntes in 
the SaUrtst We recommend the young man to abandon 
the magazines for mathematics, and to believe that a high 
degree at Cambridge will be more advantageous, as w'eU as 
profitable in the end, than his present prccanous gleanings 
[Hewson Qarke (lySy-circ 1832) was entered at Emmanuel 
Coll Camb circ 1S06 (see Postscript) He had to leave the 
University without talang a degree, and migrated to London, 
where he devoted his not inconsiderable talents to contribu- 
tions to the Satirist, the Scowgc, etc He also wrote An 
Impartial History of the Naval, etc.. Events of Europe 
from the French Revolution to the Conclusion of 
General Peace(i 8 i^) , and a continuation of Hume’s Htsto/y 
of Eiu'land, 2 vols (1832) 

The Satirist, a monthlj magazine illustrated with coloured 
cartoons, was issued 1808-1814. Hours of Idleness was 
reviewed Jan 1S08 (i 77-81) “The Diary of a Cantab 
Qune, 1808, 11 368) contains some verses of “Lord B n 
to his Bear To the tune of Lachin y gair ” The last verse 
runs thus — 

“ But when with the ardour of Lov'e I am burning, 

I feel for thy torments, I feel for thy care , 

And weep for thy bondage, so truly discerning 
What’s felt by a Lord, may be felt by a Bear ” 

In August, 1808 (ill 78-86), there is a cntique on Poems 
Original and Translated, in which the bear plays many 
parts The writer “ is without his bear and is himself 
muzzled,” etc Towurds the close of the article a solemn 
sentence is passed on the author for his disregard of the 
advice of parents, tutors, friends , “ but,” adds the reviewer, 

“ in the paltry volume before us we think we observu some 
proof that the shll small voice of conscience wall be heard in 
the cool of the day Even now the gay, the gallant, the 
^ accomphshed bear-leader is not happy,” etc Hence the 
castiration of “ the sizar of Emmanuel College.”] 

I “ Right enough this was well desen ed, and well laid 
on ” — B , 1816 
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Condemned to drudge, the meanest of the mean, 

And furbish falsehoods for a magazine, 
bevotes to scandal his congenial mind j 
Himself a living libel on mankind 980 


Oh I dark asylum of a Vandal race I ‘ 

At once the boast of learning, and disgrace 1 
So lost to Phcfibus, that nor Hodgson’s ’ verse 
Con make thee better, nor poor Hewson’s ® worse '• 

But where fair Isis rolls her purer wave. 

The partial Muse delighted loves to lave , 

On her green banks a greener wreath she uove,’'- 

1 So itt Jullfiess and so lost i» shatt'c 

That Si/iythe and Hods^son scarce redeem thy fame — 

[yl/^ Addition to British Bards First to 
Fourth Editions ] 

n IS ■i.'croe — 

[yl/A' British Bards and First to Fourth Editions ] 

1 “ Into Cambridgeshire the Emperor Probus transported 
a considerable body of Vandals” — Gibbon’s Decline and 
Fall, 11 83 There is no reason to doubt the truth of this 
assertion , the breed is still in high perfection 

We sec no reason to doubt the truth of this statement, 
as a large stock of the same breed are to be found there at 
this day — British Bards 

[Lmes 981-984 do not occur in the Lines 981, 9S2, 

arc inserted in MS in British Bards ] 

3 This gentleman's name requires no praise the man 
nho [has surpassed Drydcn and Gifford as a Translator — 
MS British Bards\ in translation displays unquestionable 
genius may ben ell expected to excel m onjpnal composition, 
of which, It IS to be hoped, we shall soon sec a splendid 
specimen [Francis Hodgson (17S1-1852) was BjTon’s life- 
long fnend His firz’cnal appeared in 1807 , Lad^ fane 
Griy and other Poems, in 1809 , Sir Edfar, a Talc, in 1810 
For other works and details, sec Life of the Rev Francu 
y/ei/gjiiw, by the Rc\ Tames T Hodgson (1878)] 

3 ' Hew son Clarke, Esq , as it is WTittcn 
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To crowD the Bards that haunt her classic grove, 
‘\^^le^e Richards irakes a genuine poet’s fires, 

And modem Bntons glor)’ in their Sires ^ 99° 


For me, who, thus unasked, have dared to tell 
My countr), what her sons should know too well,®" 
Zeal for her honour bade me here engage 
The host of idiots that infest her age , 

No just applause her honoured name shall lose. 

As first in freedom, dearest to the Aluse 
Oh ' would thy bards but emulate thy fame. 

And nse more worth} , AJbion, of thy name < 

MTiat Athens was m science, Rome m power, 

■\Vhat T}Te appeared m her meridian hour, io°° 
’Tis thme at once, fair Albion ! to have been — 

Earth’s chief Dictatress, Ocean’s lovely Queen 
But Rome decayed, and Athens strewed the plaui, 

And T}Te’s proud piers he shattered in the mam , 


I And modem Bntons justly pratse thar sires — 

[JlAy British Bards and First to Fourth Editions J 

n 'uhat her sons must knosv too ivell — [British Bards ] 

111 Zeal for her honour no malignant Faye, 

Has bade me sfnm the follies of the age — 

[MS Bntish Bards First Edition \ 

w Ocean's lonely Queen — [Bntish Bards ] 

Ocean’s mighty Queen — [First to Fourth Edition J 

I Tlu Aboriginal Britons, an excellent [“ most excellent ” 
in iTfiy] poem, b} Richards [The Rev George Richards, 
D D (1769-1835), a Fellow of Onel, and aftem’ards Rector 
of St. Martin’s-in-the-Fields The Abonginal Bntons,^ 
pnze poem, was published in 1792, and was followed bj Ihe 
Songs of tlu Abonginal Bards M Bntain (1792), and various 
other prose and poetical works J 
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Like these, thy strength may sink, m rum hurled,'- 
And Britain fall, the hulivark of the world 
feut let me cease, and dread Cassandra’s fate, 

With wammg ever scoffed at, till too late , 

To themes less lofty still my lay confine. 

And urge thy Bards to gam a name like thme ' loio 

Then, liapless Bntam ! be thy rulers blest. 

The senate’s oracles, the people’s jest 1 
Still hear thy modey orators dispense 
The flowers of rhetonc, though not of sense, 

While Canning’s colleagues hate him for his wit, 

And old dame Portland'* fills the place of Pitt 


Yet once agam, adieu 1 ere this the sail 

That wafts me hence is shivenng in the gale , 

i Li! e these th^ cliffs may sint in min hurled 
The last white ramparts of a falling world — 

\t>i.ttsh Bards HfS ] 

1 [With this verse the satire originally ended ] 

2 A fnend of mine being asked, why his Grace of Portland 
was likened to an old woman ? replied, “ he supposed it was 
because he \vas past bcanng” (Even Homer ivas a punster 
' — a solitary pun ) — [dAS" ] His Grace is now gathered to 
his grandmothers, where he sleeps as sound as c\er, but 
even his sleep was bettor than his colleagues’ waking i8i i 
[William Henty Ca^ endish, third Duke of Portland (173^ 
iSog), Prime Minister in 1807, on the downfall of the 
hlinistrj of “ All the Talents," till his death m 1809, was, as 
the wits said, “a convenient block to hang Whigs on,”butw'as 
not, c\cn in his ^agour, a man of much intellectual capacih 
When BjTon mediLated a tour to India m 1S08, Portland 
declined to write on his behalf to the Directors of the East 
India Company, and couched his refusal in terms which 
Byron fancied to be offensn c ] 
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And Afnc’s coast and Calpe’s adverse height,' 

And Stamboul’s minarets must greet m) sight : 1020 

Thence shall I stray through Beauty’s native clime," 
^\Tiere Kaff ^ is clad in rocks, and crowned with snows 
sublime 

But should I back return, no temptmg press '■ 

Shall drag my Journal from the desk’s recess , 

Let coxcombs, pnntmg as they come from far. 

Snatch his own ivreath of Ridicule from Can- 
Let Aberdeen and Elgin "* still pursue 
The shade of fame through regions of , 


1 But sl-o tid J back rdurn, 1:0 leii(red roge 
Shall drag my eommcm-flau A. ak cn the slagi 
Let vai! Valet tic * nval laciless Carr, 

Aud equal atm ntncse vork be scni^hi to r at , 

[Se.ordio Fourth Edsiiers J 

I ‘ Saw It August, iSog” — B, 1S16 

[The foUo-n-ing notes were omitted from the Fifth 
Edition — 

“ Calpe IS the ancient name of Gibraltar Saw it August 
iSog — B , 1S16 

“ Stamboul is the Turkish word for Constantmople. '> as 
there the summer 1810 ” 

To “ hlount Caucasus,” he adds, “ Saw the distant ndge 
of, — 1810, iSii ”] 

2. Georgia. 

3 Mount Caucasus 

4. Lord Elgin would fain persuade us that all the figures, 
with and wi^out noses, m his stoneshop, are the work 01 
Phidias ' “ Credat Judteus • ” [R. Paj-ne Knight, m ois 

mtroduction to Speamens of Atictati Sculpture, published 
1809, by the Dilettanti Societj throws a doubt on the 
Phidian workmanship of the “Elgin’’ marbles. See the 
Introduction to The Curse of Aftnerva ] 

5 Lord Valentia (whose tremendous travels are forth- 
co min g with due decorations, graphical, topographical, 
tj-pographical) deposed, on Sir John Cirr’s xmhickj suit, that 
Air Dubois’s satire pre\ ented his purchase of The Strarger 
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Waste useless thousands on their Phidian freaks, 
Misshapen monuments and maimed antiques , 1030 
And make their grand saloons a general mart 
For all the mutilated blocks of art 
Of Dardan tours let Dilettanti tell, 

I leave topography to rapid * Cell , * 

til Ireland — Oh, fie, my lord I has your lordship no more 
feeling for a fellow-tounst? — ^but “two of a trade,” they 
say, etc [George Annesley, Viscount Valentia (1769-1844), 
published, m 1809, Voyages and Travels to India, Ceylon, 
the Red Sea, Abysstnta, and Egypt in the Years 1^2-6 
Byron calls him “ vain ” Valentia, because his “ accounts of 
ceremonies attendmg his lordship’s interviews with several 
of the petty pnnees ” suggest the thought “ that his pnncipal 
errand to India was to measure certain rank m the Bntish 
peerage against the gradations of Asiatic roj’alty — Eclectic 
Review, August, i8og In August, 1808, Sir John Carr, 
author of numerous / ravels, brought an unsuccessful action 
for damages agamst Messrs Hood and Sharpe, the publishers 
of the parody of his works by Edward Dubois, — My Pocket 
Book or Hints for a Ryghic Merrte and ConcciUde Tour, in 
Uto, to be called “ The Stranger in Ireland in 1805,” By a 
Knight Errant, and dedicated to the papermakers. (Sec 
Letter to Hodgson, August 6, 1809, and suppressed stanza 
(stanza Ixxxvii ) of the first canto of Child c Haro Id)"] 

1 [Sir Wilh-un GcU (1777-1836) published the Tcpogi aphy 
of Tioy (1S04), the Geography and Antiquities of Ithaca 
(1807), and the Itinerary of Greece (1S08) BjTon renewed 
the two last works in the Monthly Review (August, iSii), 
{life, pp 670, 676) Fresh from lie scenes, he speaks with 
authontj’ “With Homer in his pocket and GcU on his 
sumpter-mulc, the Odysseus tounst may now make a a erj' 
classical and delightful excursion ” The epithet in the 
onginal MS was “ coxcomb,” but becoming acquainted wath 
Cell while the satire was in the press, BjTOn changed it to 
“ classic ” In the fifth edition he altered it to " rapid,” and 
appended this note • — “ ‘ Rapid,’ indeed 1 He topographiscd 
and t>’pomphised King Pnam’s dominions in three daj's 1 
I called him 'classic’ before I saw the Troad, but since 
hate learned better than to tack to his name what don’t 
belong to it ”1 

2 Mr Gell’s Topography of Troy and Ithaca cannot fail 
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And, quite content, no more shall interpose 
To stun the public ear — ^at least with Prose '• 


Thus far I’v e held my undisturbed career, 

Prepared for rancour, steeled ’gamst selSsh fear , 

This thmg of rh}'me I ne’er disdamed to own — 
Though not obtrusive, >et not quite unknown 1040 
My voice was heard again, though not so loud, 

My page, though nameless, never disavowed , 

And now at once I tear the veil away — 

Cheer on the pack ! the Quan->’ stands at baj , 
Unscared by all the din of Melbourne house,* 

By Lamb’s resentment, or by Holland’s spouse, 

By Jeffrey’s harmless pistol, Hallam’s rage, 

Edina’s brawny sons and brimstone page 
Our men m buckram shall have blows enough, 

And feel they too are “ penetrable stuff ” 

And though I hope not hence unscathed to go, 

"Who conquers me shall find a stubborn foe. 


1 7a siun matikind, 'mtK Poejy or Prase — , 

\Second /a Fourth Editions J 

to ensure the approbation of every man possessed of classK^ 
taste, as well for the information hir Cell convejs to the 
mmd of the reader, as for the ahilitv and research the 
respectii e works displaj 

“‘Troj and Ithaca,’ Visited both m 1810, 1811” 

1816 “ ‘ Ithaca’ passed first in 1809 ” — B , 1S16 

“ Since seemg die plam of Troy, mj opinions are some- 
what changed as to the aboie note. Cell’s sun'ej was hasty 
and superficial ” — B , 1816 

I “Singular enough, and dm enough, God knows” — B) 
1816 
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The time hath been, when no harsh sound would fall 
From bps that now may seem imbued with gall , 

* Nor fools nor folhes tempt me to despise 
The meanest thmg that crawled beneath my eyes 
But now , so callous grown, so changed smce youth, 
I’ve learned to think, and sternly speak the truth , 
Learned to dende the critic’s starch decree. 

And break him on the wheel he meant for me, 1060 
To spurn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss. 

Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss 
Nay more, though all my nval rhymesters frown, 

I too can hunt a Poetaster down , 

And, armed in proof, the gauntlet cast at once 
To Scotch marauder, and to Southern dunce 
Thus much I’ve jdared , if m> incondite lay *• 

Hath ivronged these nghteous times, let others say 
This, let the world, which knows not how to spare. 

Yet rarely blames unjustly, now declare ' 1070 

I Thus viuch r-'c dared to do, doio far m\ lay — 

[J^rrt to Fourtl Editions ] 

1 “ The greater part of this satire I most sincerely wsh 
had nor er been ivntten — not onl^ on account of the injustice 
of much of the critical, and some of the personal part of it — 
but the tone and temper arc such as I cannot apprma;’’ 
— BmoN Jul) 14, 1816 Dwdalt, Geneva 
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POSTSCRIPT TO THE SECOND EDITION. 


I HAVE been informed, since the present edition v-ent to 
the press that my tmsty and ivell-beloved consms, the 
Edinbnigh RerieTers, are preparing a most vehement cnns^s 
on mj poo-, gentle, nrinsisfirc-yiuse, vriiom th^ have already 
so be-denled with their nngodly ribaldry , 

“ Taatene mm.s coelestSraj Ins ! ” 

I snppose I mast say of Jeftret as Sir AXDREtv AGEE- 
CHEEK saith. “ an I had known he was so amning of fence, 
I had seen hun damned ere I had fonght him." 'V\‘hat a 
p'ty It IS that I shall be beyond the Bosphoms before ttc 
next number has passed the Tweed ! Bnt I )‘et hope to bgbt 
my p.pe with it m Persia.^ 

Northern feiends na-e accused me. with justice, of 
personality towards their great literary .Anthropophague 
JE3TEEY, but wnat else was to be done with him and his 
dntv pack, who feed by ‘ lymg and slandering " and slake 
tneir tmrst by evil speakmg 1 have adduced facts already 
wen kno~n. and of I eefrei s mm d I have stated my firee 
’Opinion, nor nas he thence scstamed any minry — ^wua. 
saaveager was ever soiled by bemg pelted with mud' R 
maj be said that I qmt England beimuse I have censured 
there ‘ persons of honour and wit about town , " but I am 
commg back again, and their vengeance wiH keep hot till my 
return. Those wco know me can testify that my motives for 
leaving England are very different from fears, literary or 

I [The article never appeared, and Lord Byron, in 
*■ Hzrts frc~r Hcrace. taunthd Jefrey wita a silence which 
seemed to mdicate that the critic was beaten from the £eld.j 
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personal those who do not, may one da> be comnnced 
Since the publication of this thmg, mj name has not been 
concealed , I have been mostly m London, read) to answer 
for my transgressions, and m dad) e.\pectation of sundrv 
cartels , but, alas I “ the age of chivali) is over,” or, in the 
vulgar tongue, there is no spint now-a-da)-s 

There is a )outh yclcped Hewson Clarke (subaudi 
a sizer of Emanud College, and, I believe, a denuen of 
Berwick-upon-Tweed, whom I ha\ e introduced in these pages 
to much better company than he has been accustomed to 
meet , he is, notwithstanding, a \ ery sad dog, and for no 
reason that I can discoi er, except a personal quarrel with a 
bear, kept by me at Cambndge to sit for a fellowship, and 
whom the jealousy of his Tnnit) contemporaries preiented 
from success, has been abusmg me, and, what is worse, the 
defenceless innocent abo\e mentioned, m the Saitrist for 
one year and some months. I am utterly unconscious of 
hating given him any provocation , indeed, I am guiltless 
of hating heard his name, till coupled with the Satinst 
He has therefore no reason to complain, and I dare say that, 
like Sir Fretful Plagiary , he is rather pleased than otherwise 
I hate now mentioned all who hate done me the honour to 
notice me and mine, that is, my bear and my book, except 
the editor of the Satinst, who, it seems, is a gentleman — 
God wot ' I wish he could impart a little of his gentility to 
his subordinate scribblers I hear that Mr Jermngham ' is 
about to tike up the cudgels for his Macccnis, Lord Carhslc. 

I [Edward jemingham (17:7-1812), third son of Sir 
George Jemingham, Bart, was in indefatigable tersifier 
Between the publication of his first poem. The Nunnery, in 
1766, and his last, The Old BariTs Faresvell, m 1812, he 
sent to the press no less than thirty separate compositions 
As 1 contributor to the Bntish Album, Gifford handled him 
roughlt in the Bruiaii (lines 21, 22) , and Mathias, in a 
note to P irsuits of Lsteraturi, brackets him with Piyne 
Knight IS '* cenmm du commun ct poCte vnlgiirc.'’ He 
iwis a dind\ with a literary turn, who throughout 1 long life 
knew emry one who was worth knowing Some of his 
letters h.i\ c recently been published (see Jentinghavt Letters, 
two lols , 1S96) ] 
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I hope not he was one of the few, who, in the very short 
intercourse I had with him, treated me wth kindness when 
a boy , and whatever he may say or do, “ pour on, 1 'viU 
endure ” I have nothing^ further to add, save a general note 
of thanksgiving to readers, pxurchasers, and publishers, and, 
in the words of Scott, I wish 

" To all and each a fair good night, 

And rosy dreams and slumbers hght " 



HINTS FROM HORACE:' 


BEI^G AN ALLUSION IN ENGLISH TERSE TO THE EPISTLE 
“ad PISONES, DE arte POETICA,” and INTENDED 
AS A SEQUEL TO “ ENGLISH BARDS, AND SCOTCH 
RE\TEITERS ” 


“ Ergo fttngar vice cotis, acntnm 

Rcddcrc qux ferrom \nlet, cxsors secandi ’’ 

Hor. De Art{ Pcd , 11 304 and 305 

“ Rhymes are difhcoU things — they ore stubborn things, Sir ” 
Fielding’s Ar-eha, Vol ui Book and Chap v 


1 Hints from Horace (Athens, Capuchin Convent, March 12, 
iSll) , being an Imitation m English Verse from the Epistle, etc. 
— [iIAS rV] 

Hints from Horace bemg a Partial Imitation, m Enghsh 
Vcr<o, of the Epistle Ad Ptsores, De Arie Ft-r" cS , and intended 
as a sequel to Erghsh Fords, as d Sce'en Fisnrers 

Athens, Franciscan Convent, March 12. iSll — {Freo/b ] 


VOL. I 




INTRODUCTION TO MmTS FROM HORACE 


Three MSS of Hints from Horace are extant, two m the 
possession of Lord Lovelace (fTSS L, a and b'), and a third 
m the possession of Mr Murraj (flS M ) 

Proofs of lines 173-272 and 1-272 {Proofs a, b), are 
among the Egerton MSS in the Bntish Museum Thej 
were purchased from the Rev Alexander Dallas, Januar> 
12, 1S67, and are, doubtless, fragments of the proofs set up 
in tj-pc for Cau thorn m iSii Thej are m “book-form,” 
and show that the \ olnme was intended to be uniform with 
the Fifth Edition of Etigltsk Bards, and Scotch Reviewers. 
of iSli The text corresponds closelj but not exactlj mth 
that adopted b> Murraj m 1S31, and docs not embodj the 
\’anants of the several MSS It is probable that complete 
proofs were in Moore’s possession at the time when he in- 
cluded the selections from the Hints in his Letters avd 
youn.als, pp 263-269, and that the text of the entire poem 
as pubhshedm 1831 was derived from this source. Selections, 
numbenng in all 156 hncs, had alreadj appeared m Recol- 
lections of the Life of Lord Bjron, b> R. C Dallas, 1824, 
pp 104.-113 B>'Ton, estimating the merit b} the difficult) 
of the performance, rated the Hints from Horace cxtrain- 
gantl) high He onl) forbore to publish them after the 
success of Childc Harold, because he felt, as he states, that 
he should be “heaping coals of fire upon his head” if he 
were in his hour of triumph to put forth a sequel to a 
lampoon prmeked bj failure Nmc jears afterwards, when 
he resoUed to pr'nt the work wath some omissions, he ^ 
graiel) maintained that it excelled the productions of his 
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mature genius “As far,” he said, “as versification goes, 
it IS good , and on looking back at what I wrote about that 
penod, I am astonished to sec how little I have trained on 
I wrote better then than now , but that comes of my having 
fallen into the atrocious bad taste of the times ” [September 
23, 1820] The opinion of J C Hobhouse that the Htnts 
would require “a good deal of slashing” to adapt them to 
the passing hour, and other considerations, agam led BjTon 
to suspend the publication Authors arc frequentl) bad 
judges of their ovvn works, but of all the literarj' hallucmations 
upon record there arc none which exceed the mistaken pre- 
ferences of Lord Byron Shortly after the appearance of 
The Corsair he fancied that English Bards was still his 
masterpiece , when all his greatest works had been pro- 
duced, he contended that his translation from Pulci was his 
“ grand performance, — the best thing he ever did in his 
life , ” and throughout the whole of his literary career he 
regarded these Hints front Horace with a special and un- 
changing fondness 
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ATHE^s Capuchin Convent, March 12, iSii ' 

Who would not laugh, if Lawrence,' hired to grace 
His costly canvas mth each flattered face, 

I Athens, March znd, 1811 — Z. (a) ] 

Athens, March 12th, iSii — [jlZ? L. {i), MS M] 
n //* Jl'cit or Ijo-orcncc, {/aie~ohie/i/er} cti -a/tlf) 

Sons of the Brisk, suprtne trt graphic skill. 

Should clap a human head piece on a snare. 

Hero 'ooufd our Exhibition's loungers stare > 

Or should some dashing limner set to sale 

My Ladfs likeness 'oith a Mermaid’s tail — [yl/lS L {a) ] 

The features finished, sko ild superbly deck 
My ijsdfs likeness mith a Fillfs neek , 

Or should some limner trad or maudlin group 
4 Mermaid’s tail and Maid of Horo'ids Hoop — [ MS L (^) ] 

1 [Sir Thomas Lawrence (1769-1830) succeeded West as 
P R>A. in 1820 Benjamm West [1738-1820) had been 
elected P R.A. in 1792, on the death of Sir Joshua RcjTiolds.] 

2 I haN e been obliged to di\ e into the “ Bathos ” for the 
simile, as I could not find a description of these Painters’ 
merits abo\ c ground 

“ Si liccat pan is 
Componcrc raagna’’ — 

“ Like London’s column pointmg to the skies 
Like a tall Bully, lifts its head and lies ” — 

I was in hopes might bear me out, if the monument be like 
a Bull) West’s glor) maj be reduced b> the scale of com- 
parison If not, let me haic recourse to Tom Thumb the 
(Jmi/ [Fielding’s farce, first played 1730] to keep m% simile* 
in countenance — [d/iS' E if) erased \ 
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Abused his art, till Nature, mth a blush, 

SaM cits grow Centaurs underneath his brush ? ^ 

Or, should some limner jom, for shoiv or sale, 

A Maid of Honour to a Mermaid’s tail ? 

Or low Dubost ' — ^as once the world has seen — 
Degrade God’s creatures m his graphic spleen ? 

Not all that forced politeness, nhich defends 
Fools m their faults, could gag his grinning fnends to 
Beheve me, Moschus, like that picture seems ^ 

The book nhich, sillier than a sick man’s dreams, 

1 After line 6, the following lines (erased) were inserted • 

Or fetch, a Mammoth up 'cith Tctftpi and Itnbs, 

And firs of aught that fm or \val& or rcomi —\MS df] 
Another variant ran — 

Or paint {astro} ^rom Truth and Pfature hod) 

A ^idgcvnth smugs, a Statesman ’mtk a Head! — {MS M] 

11 Believe me, Jiohhonse — [MS APJ 

I In an Engbsh new^aper, which finds its tvaj abroad 
where! er there are Enghshmen, I read an account of this 

dirty daubers caricature of Mr H as a “ beast,” and the 

consequent action, etc. The circumstance is, probable too 
well known to reqiure further comment. [Thomas Hope 
(1770-1831) !vas edebrated for his collections of pictures, 
sculpture, and bnc-ci-brac. He was the author of Anasiastus, 
or Memoirs of a Greek, etc^ which nas attributed to B^Ton, 
and, according to Ladj Blessmgton, excited his eni’j' ‘ Lm'’ 
Dubost” was a French painter, who, m revenge for some 
fancied mjustice, cancatured Hope and his wife as Beaut) 
and the Beast An exhibition of the sketch is said to hav e 
brought m from twenty to thirt) pounds a week. A brother 
of Mrs Hope (Louisa Beresford, daughter of Lord Decies, 
Archbishop of Tuam) mutflated the picture, and, an action 
havnng been brought, was ordered to pay a nopimal sum of 
five pounds Dubosfs academy portrait of Mrs Hope did 
not please Peter Pindar 

“ In Mistress Hope, Monsieur Dubost ' 

Thy Genius )aeldeth up the Ghost.” 

Works 372] 
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Displays a cro^\d of figures incomplete, 

Poetic Nightmares, inthout head or feet 


Poets and painters, as all artists know,*- 
May shoot a little with a lengthened how , 

We claim this mutual mercy for our task, 

And grant m turn the pardon which we ask , 

But make not monsters spnng from gentle dams — 

Birds breed not vipers, tigers nurse not lambs 20 

A Laboured, long Exordium, sometunes tends 

(Like patriot speeches) but to paltry ends , ^ 

And nonsense in a lofty note goes down. 

As Pertness passes with a legal gown 

Thus many a Bard descnbes in pompous strain •' 

1 o! xce scnbbUrs — A. (o nnd b), J\fS M ] 

li Ukt IVardl^s' speeches — \MS L (n) ] 
ni As pertness lurks beneath a legal goxvn 

And nonsense in a lofty note gees do-m — [AA? L (a) ] 
or, mteh covers all things hkea Prelatds goxon — [AAS 1. (^) 1 
or, IVhtch -uraps presumption — [AAV M erased \ 

IV As when the poet to description yields 

Of waters gliding through the good 1} ^elds 
rhe Groies of Crania and her Gothic Halts, 

Oxfoid and Christchurch, London and St Pauls, 

Or with a ruder flight he feebh aims 
To paint a rainbow or the Rrver Thames 
Perhaps you drerv a fir tree or a beech. 

But then a landscape is beyond your reach 
Or, if that allemry please yvu not. 

Take tlns—y oirld form a vase, but make a pot — [dAS L. (a) ] 

1 [Gwyllim Llo)d Wardlc (1762-1834), who served in 
Ireland in 1798, as Colonel of the Welsh Fusiliers, known as 
“Wynne’s lambs,” was M P for Okehampton 1807-12 In 
January, 1809, he brought forward a motion for a parlia- 
mentary investigation into the exercise of military patronage 
by the Duke of York, and the supposed influence of the ^ 
Duke’s mistress, Mary Anne Clarke] 
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The clear brook babbling through the goodly plain 
The groves of Granta, and her Gothic halls, 

King’s Coll — Cam’s stream — stained MTndo-n-s, and ofd 
■nails 

Or, in adventurous numbers, neatly auns 

To paint a rainboiv, or — the nver Thames ^ 3® 


You sketch a tree, and so perhaps may shme*- — 
But daub a shipnTeck like an alehouse sign , 

You plan a vase — it dwindles to a pot, 

Then glide domi Grub-street — fastmg and forgot , 
Laughed into Lethe by some quamt Review, 
YTiose mt is never troublesome till — true 


In fine, to whatsoever you aspire, 
Let it at least be simple and entire 


: Although you sketch a tree ■which Taste endures. 

Your tll-dauhed Shipiureek shocks the Connoisseurs — \MS M ] 

I “WTiile pure Descnption held the place of Sense.” — 
Pope, Prol to the Sat , L. 148 

“ 'While Mr Sol decked out all so glonous 
Shines like a Beau m his Birthday Embroidery ” 
[Fielding, Tom Thumb, act 1 sc, i Jf] 

“ Fas est ct ab Hoste doceri ” In the/ 7th Art of the 
31st No of the Edinburgh Review (vol ^Vi Ap 1810) the 
“ Observations ” of an Oxford Tutor are i^mpared to “ Chil- 
dren’s Cradles ” (page 181), then to a “15jamdoor fowl flying ” 
(page i82)j then the man himself t^ Coach-horse on 
the Trottoir” (page 185) etc., etc., a lanety of other 

conundrums all tendmg to prtn e thg(j jJie mgenuity of com- 
*panson increases m proportion tq^’jjjg dissunilanty between 
the things compared. — [A/.5' Z erased] 

/ 

/ 
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The greater portion of the rhyming tribe ' 

(Give ear, my fnend, for thou hast been a scnbe) 40 
Are led astray by some peculiar lure "■ 

I labour to be bnef — ^become obscure , 

One falls while followng Elegance too fast , 

Another soars, inflated with Bombast , 

Too low a third crawls on, afraid to fly, 

He spins his subject to Satiety, 

Absurdly varymg, he at last engraves 

Fish in the -woods, and boars beneath the waves 1 


Unless your care’s exact, your judgment nice, 

The flight from Folly leads but into Vice , 50 

None are complete, all wanting in some part, 

Like certain tailors, limited in art 
For galligaskins Slowshears is your man 
But coats must claim another artisan ^ 

Noiv this to me, I own, seems much the same 

i The greater portwu of the mat of rhyme 

Parents and children or thetr Sires siiilime — [jlAV jlf] 

11 Put change the maladj they strre to cure — [ilA? L (a)] 
lii p^h tn the sooods and 'tnld-boars in the sraves — [Jl/S hf ] 
i\ Por Coat and 'vatstcoat Slroshears is your man, 
hut Breeches claim another Artisan , 
h^cr.o this to me 1 coon seems much the same 
‘is one le^ feifcct and the otl er lame — hi , h. (a) ] 
S-oeifzer is jvtir man — hf erasnt ] 

I Merc common mortals were commonl) content with 
one Tajlor and with one bill, but the more particular gentle- 
men found It impossible to confide their lower garments to 
the makers of their bod) clothes I speak of the beginning 
of 1S09 what reform ma) haae since taken place I neither 
know, nor desire to know — [jIAStS" L. {d), hf] 
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Tis then — and shall be — lawful to present 
Reform in imting, as in Parliament. 


As forests shed their fohage by degrees, 

So fade expressions which m season please , 9° 

And we and ours, alas I are due to Fate, 

And works and m ords but dwindle to a date 
Though as a Monarch nods, and Commerce calls,*- 
Impetuous nvers stagnate in canals , 

Though swamps subdued, and marshes drained, sustain “■ 
The heavy ploughshare and the yellow grain, 

And nsmg ports along the busy shore 
Protect the vessel from old Ocean’s roar, 

All, all, must pensh , but, sumtnng last, 

The love of Letters half preserves the past 
True, some decay, yet not a few revive ^ 

1 Thmigk at a HTcniarch's nod, artd Traffic's call ■, 21 1 

Reluctant rrvers deviate to Canal — \JTSS M ,L (o ond oj J 

u marshes dried, sustain — [Proof h, Bnttsk Museum 1 

m Thus— future i cars dead volumes shall revive — 

[Proof h, British Museum J 

I Old ballads, old plaj-s, and old women’s stones, are at 
present in as much request as old wine or new speeches tn 
fact, this is the millennium of black letter thanks to our 
Hebers, Webers, and Scotts I [Richard Heber (i773"i°33’2 
book-collector and man of letters, ivas half-brother of the 
Bishop of Calcutta He edited, titter aha, Speaincns of the 
Early Eiighsh Poets, bj George Ellis, 3 i ols , London 
i8n 

W H Weber (1783-1818), a German bj birth, w'l^ 
employed by Su- Walter Scott as an amanuensis and 
“searcher” He edited, m 1810, Metrical Romances of the 
I'^th, tifh, and x^ih Centuries, a work desenbed by Southey 
[letters, II 308) as “ admirably edited, exceedingly cunous, 
and after my own heart.” He also published editions of 
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Though those shall sink, which now appear to thnve, 
As Custom arbitrates, whose shifting sway '• 

Our life and language must alike obey 


The immortal wars which Gods and Angels wage. 
Are they not shown m Milton’s sacred page ? 

His strain wall teach w’hat numbers best belong 
To themes celestial told m Epic song " 


The slow, sad stanza wall correctly paint 
The Lover’s anguish, or the Fnend’s complaint. no 
But which deserves the Laurel — Rhyme or Blank ? ''‘• 
AVhich holds on Helicon the higher rank ? 

Let squabbling critics by themselves dispute 
This point, as puzzling as a Chancery suit 


Satiric rhyme first sprang from selfish spleen 
You doubt — see Drydcn, Pope, St Palnck’s Dean ’ 

1 Custom JtuctuaUs 70/tose Iron S'cay 

Though ever changing Mortals must obey — [ilA? M ] 
ii To mark the Majest) of Efic song — [jl/A’ L (a) ] 
lu Sut suhteh IS f referable rhyme or blank 
Which holds tn foesy — [MS L {a) ] 

Fordj and Beaumont and Fletcher, which were adversely 
cnticucd by Gifford For an account of his relations to 
Scott and of his melancholy end, sec Lockhart’s Life of 
S'cd// (1871), p 251] 

I Mac FlccLnoe, the Dunctad, and all Swnft’s lampoon- 
ing ballads Whatever their other works may be, these 
onginated m personal feelings, and angry retort on imworthy 
nvals, and though the ability of these satires elevates the 
poetical, their poignancy detracts from the personal character 
of the w nters 
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At tunes Melpomene forgets to groan, 

And tnsk Thalia, takes a senous tone , 130 

* 

Nor unregarded mil the act pass by 

MTiere angry Townly ‘ “ lifts his 1 oice on high ” 

Agam, our Shakespeare limits verse to Kings, 

AVhen common prose mil sen^e for common things , 

And hi ely Hal resigns heroic ire,*- 

To “ hollaing Hotspur ” ’ and his sceptred sire *'• 

’Tis not enough, ye Bards, mth all your art. 

To polish poems , they must touch the heart 
AMiere’er the scene be laid, whate’er the song, 

Still let it bear the hearer’s soul along , 140 

Command your audience or to smile or weep, 
llTuche’er may please you — anything but sleep 
The Poet claims oiu tears , but, by his leai-e. 

Before I shed them, let me see httr gnei e 

If banished Romeo feigned nor sigh nor tear. 

Lulled by his languor, I could sleep or sneer ^ 

Sad u Olds, no doubt, become a senous face. 

And men look angrj m the proper place 

I Ard Harry dtTcrrtc:i‘/-, uU iJ-e sccrei reptzrt, 

Rftipii hiro cs ij fits scettred Strc — [AtT Z. (c) ] 

II To Ho'sf-sr'' crd the serf 'rod sir' — 

Ccr' in Proof {•, £nSuf- Jlftisrun ] 
ui />•/// as Cf Ofora, I should slap cr srar — [DfS lif ] 

1 [In Vanbrugh and Cibbers comedv of Tdir Prer ahod 
Hustard, first pla\ed at Drurv Lane, Januarj 10, 172$ ] 

2 “ And m his car 111 holla — Mortimer ' ” [i Her n IT , 
act 1 sc, 3 ] 




HINTS FROM HORACE 


401 


A sage, or rakish youngster wild from school, 

A n-andering Peregrme, or plam John Bull , 

• All persons please when Nature’s voice prevails, 
Scottish or Irish, bom m "Wilts or Wales 


Or follow common fame, or forge a plot , 

■\\Tio cares if mimic heroes lived or not 1 170 

One precept serves to regulate the scene * 

Make it appear as if it have bmt 


If some Drawcansir’ you aspire to draw. 

Present him ravmg, and above all law 
If female funes m your scheme are planned, 
Macbeth’s fierce dame is ready to your hand , 

For tears and treacher}’, for good and evil, 
Constance, Kmg Richard, Hamlet, and the Devil ! 
But if a new design ) ou dare essay, 

And freely uander from the beaten vay, 180 

I — — i<r form a flot — \Prcof h, Bnttsh Hfiaaim ] 

I l^^yohnson Pnij,Mr Bajas, iNho is that Drawcansir’ 
Bayes Wh), Sir, a great [fierce] hero, that frights his 
mistress, snubs up kings, baffles armies, and does what he 
mil, mthout regard to numbers, good sense, or justice [good 
manners, justice, or numbers ]." — Fhe Rehearsal, essAw sc i 
The Rehearsal, b) George Villicrs, second Duke of Buck- 
ingham (1627-1688), appeared in 1671 Sprat and others 
are said to haae shatw the authorship So popular was 
the play that “ Drawcansir” passed into a sjmommc for a 
bra^adocio It is believed that "Bajes” (that is, of 
course, “laureate”) was meant for a cancature of Dry den 
“he himself complains bitterly that it was so ” (See Lives 
of the Poets (1S90), 1 386 , and Bosn ell’s Life of fohnsoii 
(1876), p 235, and )] 
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And yet, perchance, ’bs mser to prefer 
A hackneyed plot, than choose a new, and err, 

Yht copy not too closely, but record. 

More justly, thought for thought than word for word , 
Nor trace your Prototype through narrow aaj's. 

But only follow where he merits praise 190 


For you, young Bard ! whom luckless fate may lead ^ 
To tremble on the nod of all who read, 

of Mr D prevents Mr G from saying anv more on the 
matter A better poet than Boileau, and at least as good a 
scholar as Mr de Sdvngnd, has said, 

“ A little leammg is a dangerous thing ” 

And bj the above extract, it appears that a good deal maj 
be rendered as useless to the Proprietors [BvTon chose 
the words in cmestion, DMctle^ etc,, as a motto for the first 
five cantos of Don Jitan ] 

I About two jears ago a young man named Townsend 
was announced by Mr Cumberland, in a review (since 
deceased) [the London Rernciu], as being engaged in an 
epic poem to be entitled “Armageddon.” The plan and 
specimen promise much , but I hope neither to offend hir 
Townsend, nor his fnends, by recommending to his atten- 
tion the lines of Horace to which these rhjmes allude. If 
Mr Tomiscnd succeeds in his undertaking, as there is 
reason to hope, how much will the world be indebted to 
Mr Cumberland for bunging him before the public 1 But, 
till that eventful da^ arrives, it may be doubted whether 
the premature displa> of his plan (sublime as the ideas 
confessedlj are) has not, — bj raising expectation too high, 
or diminishing cunosit), by developing his argument, — 
rather incurred the harard of injuring Mr Townsend’s future 
prospects Mr Cumberland (whose talents I shall not 
depreciate bj the humble tribute of mj praise) and Mr 
Townsend must not suppose me actuated bj unworthj 
motives in this suggestion. I wash the author all the success 
he can wash himself, and shall be trulj happ) to see epic 
poetry weighed up from the bathos where it lies sunken with 
Southev, Cottle, Cowlej (Mrs or Abraham), Ogilvj, Wilkic, 
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Ere your first score of cantos Time unrolls,' 

Beware — for God’s sake, don’t begin like Bowles 1 
“ Awake a louder and a loftier strain,” ^ — 

And pray, what follows from his boihng brain ? — 

He sinks to Southey’s level in a tnce, 

\Vhose Epic Mountains never fail m mice ! 

Not so of yore awoke your mighty Sire 

The tempered warbhngs of his master-l>Te , 200 

Soft as the gentler breathmg of the lute, 

“ Of Man’s first disobedience and the fruit ” 

He speaks, but, as his subject swells along, 

Earth, Heaven, and Hades echo mth the song "• 

1 Ere o'er cur heads your Musds T 7 iunder rolls — [yI/.S A (a) ] 
u Earth, Heaven atui Hell, are shaken With the Song — [MS L (a) 1 

Pye, and all the “ dull of past and present days ” Even if 
he is not a Milton, he may be better than Blackinorej if not 
a Homer, an Anttmachns I should deem myself pre- 
sumptuous, as a young man, m offenng advice, were it not 
addressed to one stiU younger Mr Townsend has the 
greatest difficulties to encounter , but in conquenng them he 
ivill find employment , m having conquered them, his reward^ 
I know too well “ the scnbbler’s scoff, the critic’s contumely , 
and I am afraid timeiviU teach Mr Townsend to know them 
better Those who succeed, and those who do not, must 
bear this alike, and it is hard to say which have most of iL 
I trust that Mr Townsend’s share will be from envy ^ he 
will soon know mankind well enough not to attribute this 
expression to mahce [This note wais written [at Athens] 
before the author was apprised of Mr Cumberland’s death 
[m May, 181 il- — MS (See BjTon’s letter to Dallas, August 27, 
1811) The Rev George Townsend (1788-1857) published 
Poems m 1810, and eight books of his Armageddon m 1815 
They met with the fate which Byron had predicted In 
later life he compiled numerous works of scriptural exegesis 
He was a Canon of Durham from 1825 till his death.] 

I [The first hne of A Spirit of Discovery by Sea, by the 
Rev W Lisle Bowles, first published in 1805 ] 
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Sbll to the “ midst of thmgs ” he hastens on, 

As if -we witnessed all already done,*- 
Leaves on his path whatever seems too mean 
To raise the subject, or adorn the scene , 

Gives, as each page improves upon the sight, 

Not smoke from bnghtness, but from darkness — light , 210 
And truth and fiction with such art compounds. 

We know not -where to fi\ their several bounds 

If you would please the Public, deign to hear 
^^^lat soothes the man j -headed monster’s ear *’- 
If your heart tnumph when the hands of all 
Applaud m thunder at the curtain’s fall, 

Deserve those plaudits — study Nature’s page, 

And sketch the stnkmg traits of every age , 

A\Tule varying Man and \arymg jears unfold 

Life’s little tale, so oft, so vainly told , 220 

Observe his simple childhood’s dawnmg daj-s. 

His pranks, his prate, his playmates, and his plaj-s 
Till time at length the mannish tjTO weans, 

Aftd prunent vnce outstrips his tardy teens 1 *“• 

Behold him Freshman ! forced no more to groan 

O’er Virgil’s ^ devihsh verses and his own , 

1 Tf-rcugh dtrtls "ci no!, already done — Ji. (o) ] 

u \nat soothes the s,Picdi, and CrtUds tat [^1/5 L (a)] 

ui And Vice hidt forth dc- dofod ~c\tk hxs Tootis — [A/^ M ] 

IV The hearduss Txrv freed a! len^hfrcr' sehcol — 

[A/y^- Z. (h), M erased ] 

KAnd UnsI mr Birck disdains all College rule — hlZ? hf erased ] 

(And areadei Btrch — [AZS- Z. (a and f) ] 

I Hnrvcvjthe asxnla/ar of Xhei arculaiwi of the blood, 
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Prayers are too tedious, Lectures too abstruse, 

He flies from Tavell’s frown to “ Fordham’s Mei\-s , 
(Unlucky Tavell 1 ^ doomed to daily cares *• 

By pugilistic pupils, and by bears,) 230 

Fines, Tutors, tasks. Conventions threat m vain. 

Before hounds, hunters, and Newmarket Plam 
Rough with his elders, with his equals rash. 

Civil to sharpers, prodigal of cash , 

Constant to nought — save hazard and a whore,"' 

1 Unlucky Tavell I damned to daily cares 

By pugilistic Freshmen, and by Bears — [MS M erased \ 
u Beady to quit whalder he loved before, , 

Constant to nought, save hazard and a whore — [MS L, (a) ] 

used to fling away Virgil m his ecstasy of admiration and 
say, “ the book had a devil ” Now such a character as I am 
copying would probably fling it away also, but rather wish 
that “ the devil had the book , ” not from dishTie to the poet, 
but a well-foimded horror of hexameters Indeed, the public 
school penance of “ Long and Short ” is enough to beget 
an antipathy to poetry for the residue of a man’s life, and, 
perhaps, so far may be an advantage 

I “ infandum, regina, jitbes renovarc dolorenu” I dare 
say Mr Tavell (to whom I mean no affront) will understand 
me , and it is no matter whether any one else does or no 
To the above events, “ t^itaqne ipse nmerrtma vidi, el quoruw 
pars magna futf all tunes and terms bear testimony [The 
Rev G F Tavell was a fellow and tutor of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, during Byron’s residence, and owed this notice 
to the “ zeal ivith which he protested against his juvenile 
vaganes ” Dunng a part of his residence at Tnnity, Byron 
kept a tame bear m his rooms m Neville’s Court. (See 
English Bards, 1 973, note, and postenpt to the Second 
Edition, ante, p 383 See also letter to Miss Pigot, 
October 26, 1807 ) 

The following copy of a bill (no date) teUs its own story — 
The Honble Lord Byron 

To John Clarke. 

To Bread & Milk for the Bear deliv^l £ 
to Haladay / i 9 7 

Cambndge Reve A Clarke.] 
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Yet cursing both — for both have made him sore 
Unread (imless since books begmle disease, 

The P — X becomes his passage to Degrees) , 

Fooled, pillaged, dunned, he wastes his terms away,*- 
And unexpelled, perhaps, retires M A , 240 

Master of Arts 1 as /idls and dtds * proclaim, “• 

IVhere scarce a blackleg bears a bnghter name ! 


Launched mto life, extmct his early fire. 

He apes the selfish prudence of his Sire , 

Mames for money, chooses fnends for rank, 

Buys land, and shrewdly trusts not to the Bank , 

Sits in the Senate , gets a son and heir , 

Sends him to Harrow — for himself iras there 
Mute, though he votes, unless when called to cheer, 
His son’s so sharp — he'll see the dog a Peer ! 250 


Manhood declmes — ^Age Quisles every limb , 

He quits the scene — or else the scene qiuts him , 
Scrapes i\ ealth, o'er each departmg penny gneves,*’'" 
iVnd Avarice seizes all Ambition leaves , 


i The bttttr ^ tars of youth he 'aoitcs awa} — [/AS" L {a)] 

11 Master of Arts, as all the Clubs proclaim — [/lA? L, (b) ] 
m Scrapes scealth, o'er Grandam's endless jointure prie-es — 

blA? erased] 

O’er Craniam’s morteare, or \ ounir hopeful's debts — 

^ ^ ^ L, (a) ] 

O'er Unelds mortgage — [AAV L {b) ] 


1 “Hell," a gaming-house so called, uherc jou nsk little, 
and are cheated a good deal “ Club,” a pleasant pur^torj , ^ 
where lou lose more, and arc not supposed to be cheated 
at all 
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Counts cent per cent, and smiles, or -vainly frets, 

O’er hoards diminished b) young Hopeful’s debts , 
Weighs ivell and insely what to sell or buy. 

Complete m all life’s lessons — but to die ; 

Pee\Tsh and spiteful, dotmg, hard to please, 
Commendmg eiery tune, save times like these, 260 
Crazed, querulous, forsaken, half forgot. 

Expires unn ept — ^is huned — ^Let him rot > 

But from the Drama let me not digress. 

Nor spare my precepts, though they please you less ‘■ 

Though Woman weep, and hardest hearts are stirred,®' 

A\'hen what is done is rather seen than heard. 

Yet many deeds preserved m History’s page 

Are better told than acted on the stage ; 

The ear sustains what shocks the tmud e} e, 

And Horror thus subsides to Sympathj , = 7 ° 

True Bnton all beside, I here am French — 

Bloodshed ’Us surely better to retrench • 

The gladiatorial gore we teach to flow 

In tragic scenes disgusts though but m show 

We hate the carnage while we see the tnck, 

And find small sympathy in being sick. 

Not on the stage the r^ade Sfacbeth 

Appals an audience ivith a Monarch’s death ; 

I Kittir y/ij/ ts ’cld or tuUS mere or ]ai — [A/S AS ] 
u To grealer symfclhy our feehrgs mse 

-u^hat ts done IS done b^ore cur ^es — [vl/y L (c) 1 
uu Appalls eir audience smtk Site saork of Death — 

To gese tohen Hubert sitrplj threats to sere — [A/S X. (^) 1 
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To gaze ■nhen sable Hubert threats to sear 

Young Arthur’s eyes, can otns or Nature bear ? 280 

A haltered herome ^ Johnson sought to slay — 

We saved Irene, but half damned the play. 

And (Heaven be praised ') our tolerating -tunes 
Stint Metamorphoses to Pantomnnes , 

And Lems’ ^ self, mth all his spntes, would quake 
To change Earl Osmond’s negro to a snake ' 

Because, in scenes eventing joy or gnef. 

We loathe the action nhich exceeds belief 
And yet, God knows ! wbat may not authors do, 

YTiose Postsenpts prate of dyeing “ heromes blue ” ? ^ 290 


Above all things, Dan Poet, if you can. 

Eke out } oiu acts, I pray, with mortal man, 

1 “ Irene had to speak two lines mth the bowstring round 
her neck , but the audience cned out [‘ Murder ' ’] ‘ Murder ' ’ 
and she was obliged to go off the stage ahve." — BoKuelPs 
yohtison [1876, p 60] [Irene (first placed Februarj’6, 1749) 
for the future was put to death behind the scenes The 
strangling her, conti^ to Horace’s rule, coram populo, was 
suggested b) Gamck. (See Davnes’ Life of Garrick (iSoS), 

> 157)] 

2 [Matthew Gregorj Lewis (1775-1S18) {_Vide Etigltsk 
Bards, etc , 1 265, rr. 8 ) The character of Hassan, “ mj mis- 
anthropic negro," as Lems called him, was said by the critics 
of the daj to have been borrowed from Zanga in Young’s 
Ret’cnqc Lewis, in his “Address to the Reader,” quoted by 
BjTon (in rote 3), defends the onginalitj of the conception J 

3 In the postscript to Tic Castle Spectre, Mr Lewis tells 
us, that though blacks were unknown in England at the 
penod of his action| vet he has made the anachronism to set 
off the scene and if he could have produced the effect “bj 
makmg his heroine blue,” — I quote him — “blue he would 
have made her!” [The Castle Spectre, bj M G Lewis, 
Esq , M P , London, 179S, page 102 ] 
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Who stDl fnsk on Tnlh feats so lewdl} low,*- 
Tis strange Benvolio * suffers such a show ; 
Suppressing peer ' to whom each vice gives place,-" 
Oaths, bo-ang, begging — ^all, save rout and race. 


Farce foUo-sred Comedy, and reached her prime 

In e\ er-laughing Foote’s fantastic time . * 33° 

L ct: rcr Ja:n 'o {■' fcrgc" 

If Ear! Grrsrrrti'r sufrrtele I'-m rw' — [A/i" E (c>.J 
sh^l frzik ■cnfr fiati r>zs!!} 4-3 

’ 7& St rcr Ear! Grcsrsnsr sujcrs rush c srczr — [ ^IS M i 

u. Suifrc^r^ Pccr ' ic srrcTr aH vce g-vis ftcss. 

Save GctrH'rg—fcr ns Lcrdshsf !~ves c Ease. — {JfS E (c' J 

I Baiz’cho [Lord Grosvenor, hlS E (!’)] does not bet , bat 
eveiy man who mam tarns racehorses is a promoter of all the 
concomitant evils of the turt Aioidmg to bet is a httle 
phansaicaL Is it an exculpation? I tmnk not. I nev^ 
yet heard a bawd praised for chastity, because s/'e / cnij 
did not commit fornication 

[Robert, second Earl Gros\-enor (1767-1S4.5) was creatra 
Marquis of Westminster in 1S31 Like his father, Gmoms 
patron, the first Earl Grosvenor, he was a breeder of race- 
horses, and a jiatron of the tuiL As Lord Belgxave, he 
brought forward a motion for the suppression of Smda^ 
newspapers, June ii, 1799 denouncing them in a violent 
speeidi. The motion ivas lost , but many years after, m a 
speech delivered m the House of Lords, January a. 1S07, he 
returned to the charge (See Par! HisE 34- 1006, 1010 ; 
and Pari Deb , S aS6 ) (For a skit on Lord Belgraves 
Sabbatarian views, see Peter Pmdar, li'cris (iSia), iv. 519-)! 

2. [Samuel Foote (1720-1777), actor and playwright. His 

solo entertainments, m T/zc Dish cf Tea An Auctscn of 
Psd tres, 1747-S (see his comedv TasU) were the precursors 
oi ■Matkru.s ai IIcme,znA a long hue of successors. Hisfarces 
and cmtam-pieces -were often “spiced- up ^ with more or less 
mahaous character-sketches of living persons. .■Vmong his 
better known pieces are The Jfsrcr (17601, ndicnlmgMhite- 
field and the 3Iethodists, and Tkc ITc-jor of Garrati (1763)1 
m which he plajed the part of Sturgeon (Byron used this 
piece, for an dlustration m his speech on the Frame-ivorkeis 
Bill, Febrnaiy 27, 1S12) The Eiar, first played at Covent 
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Mad ivag ' who pardoned none, nor spared the best, 
And turned some very senous things to jest 
* Nor Church nor State escaped his public sneers. 
Arms nor the Gown — Pnests — Lawyers — ^Volunteers 
“ Alas, poor Yonck 1 " now for ever mute ! 

■Whoever loves a laugh must sigh for Foote 


We smile, perforce, when histnomc scenes 
Ape the swoln dialogue of Kmgs and Queens, 

When “ Crononhotonthologos must die,” ^ 

And Arthur struts m mimic majesty 340 


Moschus 1 with whom once more I hope to sit,'’ 

1 Hobhoitse, SUM sot have roved through Eastern climes, 
tVhile all the sEgean echoed to our rhyma. 

And bound to Momus by some pagan s^ll 
Laughed, sang and quaffed to “ Vtve la Bagatelle !" — 

[MS L (a) ] 

Hobhouse, -aith sohom once more J hope to sit 
And smile at what our Stage retails for wit 
Since few, I know, atjoy a laugh so soell 
Sardonic slave to “ Vtve la Bagatelle ” 

So that in you As like Pagan Plato's bed 

They^ll find some book of Epigrams •when dead — [A/A" L (b) ] 

G.ardcn, January 12, 1762, v'as the latest to hold the stage. 
If was reproduced at the Opdra Comique m 1877 ] 

1 [Henry Cnrcj,poct and musician (d. 1743), a natural 
son of George Savile, Marquis of Halifax, was the author 
of Chrononhotonthologos, “the most tragical tragedy c\er 
yet tragedised by any company of tragedians,” which was 
lirst played at the Hayanarket, Tebruary 22, 1734. The well- 
known lines, “ Go, call a coach, and let a coach be called,” 
etc , which Scott prefixed to the first chapter of Bhc 
Artiquary, are from the last scene, in which Bombardmion 
fights wnth and kills the King Chrononhotonthologos But 
his one achie\cmcnt was Sally tn our Alley, of which he 
wTOte both the words and the music. The autliorship of 
“ God Sate the King” has been attnbuted to him, probably 
under a misapprehension ] 
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And smile at folly, if tre can’t at -int 
Yes, Fnend > for thee Fll ouit my cynic cell, 

And bear Sirift s motto, “ Vive la bagatelle 1 ” 

Yli.ch charmed our da}s In each .fEcean dune, 

As oft at home, mth reveliy and rhyme. 

Then may Euphrosjme, who sped the past, 

Soothe thy Life’s scenes, nor leave thee m the last , 
But find in thme — like pagan Plato’s bed,*-* 

Some merry Manuscript of Mimes, when dead 35° 


Now to the Drama let ns bend our ejes, 
Y*here fettered by whig Walpole low she bes , ' 
Corruption foiled her, for she feared her glance 
Decorum left her for an Opera dance ' 


1 .'A Wipvrsn/ Sftni msify 

Bjt tr re zr-ll -eraft thee li^^tfy is the Tc~ei, 

Se that xr l^x’-e, Izhe P'c'o'e, text 

Tre^llfexd sc — e htTcrjscrx^tcf hSzrxee, -xr^en desS — [ 'PS .’^J 

I Under Plato’s piUowa volume of the dPisxtcs of Sophroa 
was foimd the day he died . — Vtde Barthflenu, De Pacw 
or Diogenes Lacrtrus, [Lib 5i p i 6 S — Chojet 1395] ^ 
agreeable. De Pauw calls it a jest-book. Cumberland, m 
his Obser-^er, terms it moral, l&e the sayings of Puhlrus 
Situs 

a [In 1/37 the manager of Goodman’s Fields Theatre 
havmg brought Sir Robert Walpole a farce called Tbt 
Golden Rxtrrp^ the minister detamed the copy. He then 
made extracts of the most oFensive passages read them to 
the house, and brought m a bill to limit the number of 
pla% houses and to subject all dramatic writings to the 
inspection of the Lord Chamberlain. Horace Walpole 
ascribed TTxe Golden Rusrp to Fieldmg and said that he had 
found an imperfect copy of the p!aj among his fathers 
papers. But this has been questioned (See A Book of the 
Piny, bv Dutton Cook (iS 8 l), p 27 )] 
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Yet Chesterfield,' whose pohshed pen inveighs 
'Gainst laughter, fought for freedom to our Plays , 
^Unchecked by Megnms of patncian brains. 

And damnmg Dulness of Lord Chamberlams 
Repeal that act I again let Humour roam 
Wld o’er the stage — ive’ve time for tears at home , 360 
Let Archer ^ plant the horns on Sullen’s brows. 

And Esbfama gull her “ Copper ” ^ spouse , 

The moral’s scant — ^but that may be excused, 

Men go not to be lectured, but amused 
He whom our plays dispose to Good or 111 

I His speech on the Licensing Act [in which he opposed 
the Bill], IS reckoned one of his most eloquent efforts 
[The following sentences have been extracted from the 
speech which was delivered — 

“The bill IS not only an encroachment upon libertj, it 
IS likewise an encroachment on property Wit, my lords, 
IS a sort of property , it is the property of those who have 
It, and too often the only property they have to depend 
on. 

“ Those gentlemen who have any such property are all, I 
hope, our friends , do not let us subject them to any un- 
necessary or arbitrary' restraint 
“ The stage and the press, my lord, are two of our out- 
sentnes , if ve remote them, if ue hoodwink them, if we 
throw them into fetters, the enemy may surprise us There- 
fore I must now look upon the bill before us as a step for 
introducing nrbitruy power into this kingdom " 

Lord Chesterfield’s sentiments wnth regard to laughter are 
contained in an apophthegm, repe-ited more than once in his 
correspondence “ The vulgar laugh .aloud, but never smile , 
on the contrary', people of fashion often smile, but seldom or 
never laugh aloud” — Chcsterjitld's Letters to fits Godson, 
Oxford, 1S90, p 27 ] 

2. [Archer and Souirc Sullen are characters in Farquhar’s 
play {1678-1707), The Beaux' Stratagem, March 8, 1707 ] 

3 Michael Perer, the “ Copper Captain," in [Fletcher's] 
Rule a JVi/ie and Have a [licensed October 19, 1624] 
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Then spare our stage, ye methodishc men I 
Nor bum damned Drury if it rise agam * 

.But why to bram-scorched bigots thus appeal ? 

Can heavenly Mercy dwell with earthly Zeal ? 

For times of fire and faggot let them hope ! 

Times dear alike to puntan or Pope 
As pious Calvm saw Servetus blase, 

So would new sects on newer victims gaze 
E’en now the songs of Solyma begm , 

Faith cants, perplexed apologist of Sm 1 380 

While the Lord’s servant chastens whom he loves, 

And Simeon kicks,’ where Baxter only “ shoves ” ® 


1 [A few months after lines 370-381 were added to The 
//v/fs, m September, 1812, Byron, at the request of Lord 
Holland, wote the address delivered on the opening of the 
theatre, which had been rebuilt after the fire of February 24, 
1809 He subsequentlyjomcdtheComnjitteeofManagement J 

2 Mr Simeon is tte very bully of beliefs, and castigator 

of “good works ” He is ably supported by John Stickles, a 
labourer in the same vineyard — but I say no more, for, 
according to Johnny in full congregation, “ A'b /lo^cs for them 
as ”-TThe Rev Charles Simeon (175^1836) was 

the leader of the evangelical movement m Cambndge. The 
reference may be to the rigour with nhich he repelled a 
charge brought against him by Dr Edwards, the klaster of 
Sidney Sussex, that a sermon which he had preached m 
November, 1809, savoured of antinomianism. It may be 
noted that a friend (the Rev W Fansh), to whom he sub- 
mitted the MS of a r^oinder to Pearson’s Cautions, etc , 
advised him to pnnt it, “especially if you should rather keep 
doivn a lash or two which might imtate" Simeon ivas 
naturally irascible, and, in reply to a fnend who had mildly 
reproved him for some display of temper, signed himself, 
in humorous penitence, “ Charles proud and irritable.” (Sec 
Memoirs of the Life of the Rev Mr .Sr/Wiio/r, by’ Rev W Cams 
(1847), pp 19s, =82, etc)] 

3 Baxter’s Shove to heavy-a — d Christians, the \ entabk 
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■V\Tiom Nature gmdes, so wntes, that every dunce,'' 
Enraptured, thmks to do the same at once ; 

But after mky thumbs and bitten nails, “■ 

And twenty scattered quires, the coxcomb fails 

Let Pastoral be dumb , for nho can hope 
To match the youthful eclogues of our Pope? 

Yet his and Phihps’ ^ faults, of different kmd. 

For Art too rude, for Nature too refined,®" 39° 

Instruct how hard the medium ’tis to hit 
’Twixt too much polish and too coarse a mL 


A vulgar scribbler, certes, stands disgraced 
In this mce age, when all aspire to taste , 

The dirty language, and the noisome jest, 

YTuch pleased m Swift of yore, we now detest , 

1 JP^cm Kaiure gzndes so vnttes that he rv/io sets 

JEnraftured thu ks to do the same mth ease — [A/IS" M ] 
u But after toil-tnked thumbs and bitten rails 

Scratched head, ten quires — the easy scribbler fails — 

^ [MS L. (fl) 1 

in The one too rustic, fo'her too refined — [AA? L. {a and b) ] 

title of a book once m good repute, and likelj enough to be 
so again [“Baxter" is a shp of the pen The tract or 
sermon. An Effeclital Shove to the heavy-arse Christian, vras, 
according to the title-page, written bj ^VlIham Biinyan, 
minister of the gospel m South Wales, and “pnnted for the 
author" m London m 176S ] 

I [Ambrose Philips (i675?-i749) pubhshed his £f>tstle 
to the Earl of Dorset and his Pastorals m 1709 It is said 
that Pope attacked him m his satires m consequence of an 
article m the Guardian, m which the Pastorals were unduly 
extoUed. His lerses, addressed to the children of his 
patron. Lord Carteret, were parodied bj Henry Carey, in 
Nantby Pamby, or a Panegyric on the New Versification ] 
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Proscnbed not only m the world pohte,' 

But even too nasty for a City Knight • 

Peace to Swift’s faults ' his ivit hath made them pass, 
Unmatched by all, save matchless Hudibras ' 400 

“Whose author is perhaps the first we meet, 

AVho from our couplet lopped two final feet , 

Nor less in ment than the longer line, 

This measure moves a favounte of the Nme 
Though at first view eight feet may seem m vain 
Formed, save m Ode, to bear a serious strain," 

Yet Scott has showm our wondenng isle of late 
This measure shrmks not from a theme of w eight, 

And, varied skilfully, surpasses far 

Heroic rhyme, but most in Love and War, 410 

^Vhose fluctuations, tender or sublime. 

Are curbed too much by long-recumng rhyme 

But many a skilful judge abhors to see, 

YTiat few admire — irregularity 

This some vouchsafe to pardon , but ’tis liard 

YTien such a w ord contents a Bntish Bard 

And must the Bard his glowing thoughts confine,“ 

Lest Censure hover o’er some faulty’ line? 

1 Offensnt mest fa sim with hmte and land 

Patsetted cf Polity and bU od} hand — [jl/^ Z (a) ] 
ii Cernfosad for anj but the hgkUit strain — [jlAV / (a) ] 

111 And must I thm tny f 1/9 Z (a)] 
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Remove whate’er a cntic may suspect, 

To gain the paltiy suffrage of “ Ccrreci" f 
Or prune the spint of each daring phrase, 
To flj from Error, not to ment Praise ? 


Ye, who seek finished models, never cease,'' 

By day and night, to read the w orks of Greece 

But our good Fathers never bent their brains 

To heathen Greek, content with native strains 

The few who read a page, or used a pen, 

Were satisfied wath Chaucer and old Ben , 

The jokes and numbers suited to their taste 

\ Were quaint and careless, anjThing but chaste , 

Vet, whether nght or wTong the anaent rules, 

j t will not do to call our Fathers fools ' 

though you and I, who eruditely know 
To 

®^**narate the elegant and low, 
q1s(. 

0, when a hobbling line appears. 

Detect wat gjjgef3 — jj, default of ears 


In sooth I dc»^ know, or greatly care 
To learn, ^bo our ’ . s^oUers were , 
Or If, nil roofs receivcljr.^j the ^gi^t art, 

Our Muse, hke that of The., .^is, kept a cart , 
But tins IS certain, since our Sli^**kfispeare’s day 
There's pomp enough— if httle else— ^i^tplays , 

IFi 

1 Ye who refutre Improvement — [A/J zj (a) J 
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Nor mil Melpomene ascend her Throne '• 

Without high heels, i\hite plume, and Bnstol stone 

Old Comedies still meet mth much applause, 
Though too licentious for dramatic laii’s , 

A.t least, we modems, wisely, ’tis confest. 

Curtail, or silence, the lasavious jest"- 


\\'hate’er their follies, and their faults beside, 

Our enterprising Bards pass nought untned , 450 

Nor do they ment slight applause who choose 

An English subject for an English Muse, 

i\nd leave to minds which never dare invent 

French flippancy and German sentiment 

^\^lere is that livuig language which could claim 

Poetic more, as philosophic, fame. 

If all our Bards, more patient of delay. 

Would stop, like Pope, to pohsh by the way ? ' 


Lords of the quill, whose cntical assaults 
O’erthrow whole quartos with their qmres of faults,’'^ 460 

I And Traced ) , whatever tUtJf he spoke 

Ncru -oants AipA keels, Ion" seoord and velvet cloak — 

L. (o) erased ] 

II Curtail or sitenee tke offensr-e jest — [hlS ylT] 

Curtail the personal or sr-utly jest — [A/i" Z {a) erased ] 

m O'erthrtru ~vAole Ivoks sottk all thetr hosts of faults — 

[AZ? L (a) ] 

1 [See letters to Murray, Sept. 15, 1817 , Jan 2;, 1819 , 
lilar 29, 1820, Nov 4, 1820, etc. See also the two Letters 
against Bowles, written at Ravenna, Feb 7 and Mar 21,1821, 
m which BjTon’s enthusiastic reverence for Pope is the 
dominant note.] 
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■\\Tio soon detect, and mark where’er we fail, 

And prove our marble •mth too nice a nail 1 
Democntus himself was not so bad , 

He only thought — but yoii would make us — mad 1 

But truth to say, most rhymers rarely guard 
Against that ndicule tliey deem so hard , 

In person negligent, they near, from sloth. 

Beards of a week, and nails of annual growth , 

Reside in garrets, fly from those they meet. 

And walk in alleys rather than the street 47° 


Wth little rhyme, less reason, if you please, 

The name of Poet may be got with ease. 

So tliat not tuns of hellebonc juice '• 

Shall ever turn your head to any use , 

Wnte but like Wordsworth — live beside a lake. 

And keep your bushy locks a year from Blake , ’ 

Then print your book, once more return to town. 

And boys shall hunt your Bardship up and donn ’ 

1 So that not HeltAore With all its juice — [MS L (a) ] 

I As famous a tonsor as Licinus himself, and better paid 
[and may be like him a senator, one day or other no dis- 
paragement to the High Court of Parliament — MS L. (i5)], 
and mayj like him, be one day a senator, having a better 
quahfication than one half of the heads he crops, viz — 
Independence [According to the Scholiast, Caesar made 
his barber Licinus a senator, “ quod odisset Pompeium ” 
Blake (see Letter to Murray, Nov 9, 1820) was, presumably, 
Benjamm Blake, a perfumer, who lived at 46, Park Street, 
Grosvenor Square ] 

3 [There was some foundation for this When Words- 
worth and his sister Dorothy called on Daniel Stuait, editor 
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Am I not wse, if such some poets’ plight, 

To purge m spring — like Bayes * — ^before I imte ? 480 

If this precaution softened not my bile, 

I know no scnbhler witli a madder style , 

But since (perhaps my feelings are too nice) 

I cannot purchase Fame at such a pnce. 

I’ll labour gratis as a gnnders’ wheel,'- 
And, blunt myself, give edge to other’s steel, 

Nor -wnte at all, unless to teach tlie art 
To those rehcarsmg for the Poet’s part , 

From Horace show the pleasmg paths of song,"- 

Aiid from my own example — what is vs rong 490 


Though modem practice sometimes differs quite, 
’Tis just as well to thuik before you write , 


I rU act instead cf ■ahetstane — blunted, but 

Of use to make another’s razor cut — L (a) j 

II From Horace sho'a the better arts of son^ — [MS L (a) J 

of the Courier, at his fine new house m Harle) Street, the 
butler would not admit them further than the hall, and was 
not a little taken aback when he witnessed the deference 
shown to these strangely-attired figures by his master — 
Personal Reminiscence of the late Miss Stuart, of 106, 
Harley Street ] 

I [*‘ Ba}es If I am to wnte familiar things, as sonnets to 
Armida. and the like, 1 make use of stewed prunes only , but 
when I ha\e a grand design in hand, I e\er take ph>-sic and 
let blood , for when j ou would have pure swaftness of thought, 
and fiery flights of fancv,-joumust have a care of the pensive 
park In fine, 50U must purge.” — Rehearsal, act 11 sc 1 
This passage is mstanced bj Johnson as a proof that 
“ Da>cs ” was a cancaturc of Diy den “ Ba>es, when he is 
to wTite, IS blooded and purged , this, as Lamottc relates, 
was the real practice of the pock” — I^ves of the Poets 
(1890),! 388] 
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Let ever)' book that suits your theme be read, 

So shall you trace it to the fountain-head. 

He -ttho has learned the duty uhich he owes 
To fnends and countr}"-, and to pardon foes , 

'\^^lo models his deportment as may best 
Accord -mth Brother, Sire, or Stranger-guest , 

'\^^lo takes our Laws and Worship as they are. 

Nor roars reform for Senate, Church, and Bar, 5°° 
In practice, rather than loud precept, wise. 

Bids not his tongue, but heart, philosophize 
Such IS the man the Poet should rehearse. 

As jomt exemplar of his life and verse 

Sometimes a spnghtly wit, and tale well told, 
AVithout much grace, or w'eight, or art, wall hold 
A longer empire o’er the public mmd 
Than sounding trifles, empty, though refined 

Unhappy Greece I thy sons of anaent days 
The Muse may celebrate with perfect praise, 

AVhose generous children narrowed not their hearts 
AA^th Commerce, given alone to Arms and Arts *• 

Our boys (save those whom pubhc schools compel 
To “ Long and Short ” before they’re taught to spell) 
From frugal fathers soon imbibe by rote, 

“ A penny saved, my lad, ’s a penny got ” 

I 7h Trade, but gave thar hours to amts and arts — [MS L. (a) ] 
Hbit/i traffie — {MS L [b) ] 
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Babe of a aty bulb ' from sixpence take *• 

The third, how much will the remamder make ^ — 

“A groat” — “Ah, bravo ' Dick hath done the sum '*’• 
He’ll swell my fiftj thousand to a Plum ” ^ 520 


They whose young souls receive this rust betimes, 
'Tis clear, are fit for anjibrng but rhjTnes , 

And Locke will tell j ou, that the father’s right 
^^^lO hides all verses from his children’s sight , 

For Poets (saj s this Sage,’ and many more,) 

Make sad mechamcs inth their Ijtic lore 
And Delphi now, however nch of old. 

Discovers httle silver, and less gold, 

1 £aie cf eld ThdMsmi ’ [MS A (<i and i) ] 

u A mvi ' — all hratv I Duk't V-e lo} f<rr sums 

IddU sv'll try ff}} lleusand trio flums — [MS L (a)] 
ui Are idle doss end {darm (hem 1 ) akcais year — 

[jVy L (a and 6 ) ] 

I [Cant term for ;^ioOjOcx>l 

2- I hav e not the onginal bj me, but the Italian transla- 
tion runs as follows — E una cosa a mio credere molto 
stravagante, chc im Padre dcsiden, o permetta, che suo 
figliuolo coltivn c perlezioni qucslo talcnlo ” A little further 
on “Si trovano di mdo nel Pamaso le mmiere d’ oro c 
d’ aigento ,” — Educe as ore da FenauUs del Stgror Locke 
O^enice, 17S2), 11 S7 [“If the child have a poetic vein, it 
IS to me the strangest thing in the world, that the father 
should desire or suffer it to be cherished or improv cd ” — 
“It IS verj seldom seen, that any one discovers mines of 
gold or silver on Pamnssus .” — Sotre Tt oughts concerning 
Educalton, b) John Locke (iSSo), p 152 ] 

3 [Peter Isaac Thellusson, banker (died Julj 21,1797), b> 
his wall directed that his propertv should accumulate for the 
benefit of the unborn heir of an unborn grandson The will 
was, taallj, upheld, but, meanwhile, on Jul) 28, 1800, an act 
(39 and 40 Geo III c. gS) was passed limiting such cvecutoiy 
dcvascs.] 
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Because Parnassus, though a Mount divine, 

Is poor as Irus,* or an Irish mine '• ’ 53? 


Tuo objects always should the Poet move, 

Or one or both, — to please or to improve. 

A\Tiate’er you teach, be bnef, if you design 
For our remembrance your didactic hne. 

Redundance places Memorj on the rack. 

For brains may be o’erloaded, like the back "■ 

Fiction does best when taught to look like Truth, 
And fairy fables bubble none but y outh 
Expect no credit for too wondrous tales. 

Since Jonas only spnngs alive from 'Whales ! 54° 


Young men with aught but Elegance dispense, 
Maturer years require a little Sense 
To end at once — that Bard for all is fit®- 
■IMio mingles well instrucbon with his wit 

L Unlike Potosi holds no silver trine — [HfS L [a] ] 

{ Keeps hack his ingots like j 

Is rather costite — like > an Irish Mine — [iMS L. {h) ] 

Is no Potosi, hut ) 

11 Iflnte hut recipe not, dai Apollo's song 

Mouthed in a mortal ear -would seem too long. 

Long as the last ^ ear of a lingering lease, 

IVJ^ Revel pauses until Rents increase — [JAS" iM erased J 
ui To finish all — [^ 1/5 L {h) ] 

T/iat Bard the mask will fit — [jlAV L. (b) ] 

1 “ Iro paupenor a proverb this is the same beg^r 
who boxed with Ulysses for a pound of lad’s fry’, which he 
lost and half a dozen teeth besides (See Odyssey, -wiu 9 ^ / 
2 The Insh gold mme in Wicklow, which yields just ore 
enough to swear bv, or gild a bad gumea 
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For him Reviews shall smile , for him o’erflow 
, The patronage of Paternoster-row , 

His book, with Longman’s liberal aid, shall pass 
O^Tio ne’er despises books that bnng him brass) , 
Through three long weeks the taste of London 
lead. 

And cross St. George’s Channel and the Tneed 550 

But every thmg has faults, nor is’t unknown 
That harps and fiddles often lose their tone. 

And wayirard voices, at their owner’s call, 

With all his best endeavours, only squall , 

Dogs blink their covey, flints withhold the spark. 

And double-banels (damn them !) miss tlieir 
mark '• ^ 


Where frequent beauties strike tlie readers 
view. 

We must not quarrel for a blot or two , 

But pardon equally to books or men, 

ITie shps of Human Nature, and the Pen 

I J!r-vji^e defeats -its object f« the dark 

And pistols (courage btdltesl) miss their mark — [MS L (a) ] 
And pistols (eouran duellists t) miss their mark — 

[MS L {6} ] 

I As Mr Pope took the libcrtj of damning Homer, to 
') horn he wns under great obligations — “ A nd Homer {damn 
him !) calls ” — it ma> be presumed that anjbodj or an)’thing 
maj be damned in verse bj poetical licence (I shall suppose 
one rna> damn anjthing else m a erse wath impunit) — M S 
" I and, in case of accident, I beg lca\ c to plead so 
illustrious a precedent 
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Yet if an author, spite of foe or fnend, 

Despises all ad\Tce too mucli to mend, ^ 

But ever taangs the same discordant stnng. 

Give him no quarter, hoa-soe’er he smg 

Let Ha\-ard’s ^ fate o’ertakc him, who, for once. 

Produced a play too dashmg for a dunce - 

At first none deemed it his, but vhen his name 

Announced the fact — hat then ? — it lost its fame 

Though all deplore Mhen hlilton deigns to doze,*- 

In a long Mork ’tis fair to steal repose 57° 

As Pictures, so shall Poems be , some stand 
The cntic ej e, and please when near at hand , ”■ 

But others at a distance strike the sight , 

This seeks the shade, but that demands the hght, 

Nor dreads the connoisseur’s fastidious view. 

But, ten tunes scnitmised, is ten times new 


Parnassian pilgrims ' ye whom chance, or choicej^" 
Hath led to listen to the Muse’s voice. 

Receive this counsel, and be timely wise , 

Few reach the Summit uhich before you hes 

1 77 mw:k dtsf leased — [jUlV L (a and b') ] 
u Tne scrutiny — [AAV L. {a) J 

m. Ob } e asfinjtgy mitbs Ti’bata fate or eboece — [MfS Z- {'^1 1 

I For the storj of Bill} Hai-ard’s tragedy, see Davies’s 
Zr/lr (f Garrick, I behete it is Rcgttlits. or Charles the 
First [Lmcoln’s Ian Fields, March i, 1737] The moment 
It was known to be his the theatre thumed, and the bo^- 
seller refused to gu e the enstomary sum for the cop}’nght. 
[See Life of Garrick, b} Thomas Davies (iSoS), ii 205 ] 
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Our Church and State, our Courts and Camps, con- 
cede 

Ks^vard to very moderate heads indeed I 
In these plam common sense will travel far , 

All are not Erskmes who mislead the Bar *• ^ 

But Poesy between the best and worst 
No medium knows , you must be last or first. 

For middhng Poets’ miserable volumes 

Are damned ahke by Gods, and Men, and Columns “• 


1 All art not Ersktnts who adorn the bat ] 

u IVith very middling verses to offend 

The Demi and Jeffrey grant but to a friend — [MS L, {a) ] 
Though what “ G^ods, men, and columns'" interdict, 

The Devil and Jffrey - pardon — in a Pict — [MS M ] 

1 [Thomas Erskme (third son of the fifth Earl of Buchan) 
afterwards Lord Erskme (1750-1823), Lord Chancellor 
(1806-7), an eloquent orator, a supremely great advocate, 
tvas, b) companson, a failure as a judge. His power over 
a jurj, “his little hvelvers,” as he would sometimes hiddress 
them, was practically unlimited (See Recollections of the 
Table-Talk of Samuel Rogers (1856), p 126 )] 

2 “The Devil and Jeffrey are here placed antithetically to 
gods and men, such being their usual position, and their 
due one — according to the facetious sajang, ‘If God won’t 
take )ou, the Deval must,’ and I am sure no one durst 
object to his taking the poetrj, which, rejected bj Horace, 
IS accepted by Jeflhej’ That these gentlemen are in some 
cases kinder, — the one to countrjanen, and the other from 
his odd propensity to prefer eval to good, — than the ‘gods, 
men, and columns ’ of Horace, may be seen bj a reference 
to the review of Campbell’s Gertrude of Wj oming , and m 
No 31 of the Edinburgh Rervicnu (given to me the other day 
b> the captain of an English fngate off Salamis), there is a 
^milar concession to the mcdiocntj' of Jamie Grahams 
British Georgies It is fortunate for Campbell, that his 
fame neither depends on his last poem, nor the puff of me 
Edinburgh Review The catalogues of our English arc also 
less fastidious than the pillars of the Roman librarians. A 
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Mightiest of all Dunedm’s beasts of chase ' 

For thee my Pegasus would mend his pace 

Anse, my Jeffrey 1 or my mkless pen 

Shall never blunt its edge on meaner men , 600 

Till thee or thme mme evil eye discerns, 

“ Aks ! I cannot strike at wretched kernes ” 

Inhuman Savon 1 mit thou then resign 
A Muse and heart by choice so wholly thme ? 

Dear d — d contemner of my schoolboy songs, 

Hast thou no vengeance for my Manhood’s nTongs ? 

If unprovoked thou once could bid me bleed. 

Hast thou no weapon for my daring deed ? 

■WTiat I not a word I — ^and am I then so low ? 

Wilt thou forbear, nho never spared a foe ? 6 jo 

Hast thou no wrath, or wish to give it vent ? 

No mt for Nobles, Dunces by descent ? 

No jest on “ mmors,” qmbbles on a name," 

Nor one facetious paragraph of blame? 

Is it for this on Ihon I have stood. 

And thought of Homer less than Holyrood ? 

On shore of Euxme or ^gean sea. 

My hate, untravelled, fondly turned to thee. 

Review, May, 1809) Byron pretends to bebeve that the 
“ Christian ” Reviewers, actuated by stem zeal for piety, 
were making’ mischief m sober earnest. “Heanside’’ (see 
last Ime of Byron’s note) was the surgeon m attendance at 
the duel between Lord Falkland and Mr .A PoweU. (See 
English Bards, 1 686, note 2 )] 

1 \Macbeth, act v sc 7 J 

2 [See the critique of the Edinburgh Review on Honrs of 
Idleness, January, 1808 ] 
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Ah J let me cease < m vain my bosom bums, 

From Corj'don unkmd Alexis turns ' 620 

Thy rhymes are vam , thy Jeffrey then forego, 

Nor u 00 that anger uhich he rviU not show 
AVhat then ? — ^Edina starves some lanker son, 

To wnte an article thou canst not shun , 

Some less fastidious Scotchman shall be found. 

As bold in Bilhngsgate, though less renoiraed 

As if at table some discordant dish,’ 

Should shock our optics, such as frogs for fish , 

As oil m heu of butter men deer)'. 

And poppies please not in a modem pie , “• 630 

If all such mixtures then be half a crime. 

We must have Excellence to relish rhyme 
Mere roast and boiled no Epicure inntes , 

Thus Poetry disgusts, or else delights 


Who shoot not flying rarel) touch a gun 

AMU he nho smrns not to the mer run? 

And men unpractised in exchangmg knocks 

Must go to Jackson ’ ere they dare to box 

j Ard miutard rarely {leasts tn a pe — [el/S L (a)] 

1 “ Imenics alium, si te hic fastidit, Alcxtn.” 

2 fHerc MS L. (a) recommences.] 

3 [John Jackson (1769-1845). better knona as “Gentle- 
man” Jackson, ivas champion of England from 1795 to 1803 
His tlircc fights were agamst Fcwtcrel (17S8), George Ingle- 
ston, nicknamed “the Brewer” (1789), and hicndora (i795) 
In 1803 he retired from the nng His rooms at 13 Bond 

101 I 21 
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\\Tiale’cr the eapon, cudgel, fist, or foil, 

None reach expertness Mithout jears of toil , 640 

But fiftj dunces can, with perfect ease, 

Tag twenty thousand couplets, when the} please 
"Why not ’ — shall I, thus qualified to sit 
For rotten boroughs, never show my wat? 

Shall I, whose fathers vnth the “Quorum” sate,' 
And lived in freedom on a fair estate , 

A^'ho left me heir, with stables, kennels, packs,'' 

To all their income, and to — iu'iu its tax , 

"WTiose form and pedigree have scarce a fault. 

Shall I, I sa}, suppress m} Attic Salt? 650 


Thus thmk “ the Mob of Gentlemen , ” but yon, 
Besides all this, must have some Genius too 
Be this } our sober judgment, and a rule. 

And pnnt not pipmg hot from Southe}'’s school, 
■\\Tio (ere another Thalaba appears), 

I trust, will spare us for at least rune } ears 


A l the Sessions — L. (i), in foiei! J 
u Lines 647-650 — 

Jf^nose charaeter contains no g^annj fault 
Shall I, Isay — {^ 1 / 5 ’ L (a) ] 

Street, became the head-quarters of the Pugilistic Chib 
(See Pierce Egan’s Zs/e tn London, pp 252-254, where the 
rooms are described, and a drawing of them bv Cnukshank 
IS giv en ) J ackson’s character stood high “ From the highest 
to the lowest person m the Sporting World, his dcaston is 
law ” He was Byron’s guest at Cambridge, Newstead, and 
Bnghton , received from him many letters , and is described 
bj him, in a note to Don yuan (xi 19), as “ m\ old friend 
and corporeal pastor and master “j 
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And hark’ye, Southey pray — ^but don’t be vexed — 

Bum all your last three works — and half the next 

I Mr Southey has lately tied another canister to his 
tail in The Curse of Kehama, maugre the neglect of Modoc, 
etc , and has in one instance had a wonderful effect A 
hterary' friend of mine, walking out one lovely evening last 
summer, on the eleventh bridge of the Paddington canM, was 
alarmed by the cry of " one in jeopardy ” he rushed along, 
collected a body of Insh haymakers (suppmg on butter-milk 
in an adjacent paddock), procured three rakes, one eel-spear 
and a landmg net, and at last {Itorrcsco refereus) pulled out 
— ^his own publisher The unfortunate man was gone for 
ever, and so was a large quarto wherewith he had taken the 
leap, which proved, on mquuy, to have been Mr Southey’s 
last work. Its “ alacnty of sinking ” was so great, that it 
has never since been heard of , though some maintain that 
it IS at this moment concealed at Alderman Birch’s pastry 
premises, Comhill Be this as it may , the coroner’s inquest 
brought m a verdict of Felo de hibltopold” agamst a 
“ quarto unknown , ” and cucumstantial evidence being smcc 
strong against The Curse of Kehama (of which the above 
words arc an e.xact dcscnption), it will be tried by its peers 
next session, in Grub-street — Arthur, Alfred, Davideis, 
Richard Conirde Lion, Exodus, Exodiad, Epigoniad, Calvary, 
Fall of Cambria, Siege of Acre, Don Roderick, and Tom 
Thumb the Great, arc the names of the twelve jurors. The 
judges arc Pye, Bowles, and the bcU-man of St Sepulchre’s 
The same advocates, pro and con, wall be employ cd as arc 
now engaged m Sir F Burdett’s celebrated cause m the 
Scotch courts The public amaously await the result, and 
all live publishers wall be subpccnaed as vntnesses — But Mr 
Southey has published The Curse of Keluivta, — an inviting 
title to quibblers By the by c, it is a good deal beneath 
Scott and Campbell, and not much above Southey , to allow 
the booby Ballantyaic to entitle them, in the Edu burgh 
Annual Register {fd which, by the bye, Southey is editor) 
“ the wand poetical tmimvarate of the day ” But, on second 
thoughts, it can be no great degree of praise to be the one- 
cyed leaders of the blind, though they might as well keep to 
themselves “Scott’s thirty thousand copies sold,” which must 
I sadly discomfort poor Southey’s unsaleablcs. Poor Southey , 
It should seem, is the “ Lepidus " of this poetical triumvaratc 
I am only surprised to sec him in such good company 
“ Such things, vve know, are neither rich nor rare, 

But wonder how the deval he came there ” 
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But why tlus vam advice ? once published, books 
Can never be recalled — from pastr^'-cooks ! '• 660 

After 660 — 

1 But xvhy thu ktui — xiikat author eBe could itop 
His poems' progress tn a Grocers shop — [yiAy L. (a) ] 

The tno are well defined m the sixth proposition of Euchd — 
“ Because, m the tnangles DBG, ACB,DB is equal to 
A C , and B C common to both , the two sides D B, B C, 
are equal to the two A C, C B, each to each, and the angle 
D B C IS equal to the angle A C B therefore, the base D C 
IS equal to the base A B, and the triangle DBG (Mr 
Soutnej) IS equal to the tnangle A G B, the less to the 
grcaicr, which is absurd^ eta — The editor of the Edinburgh 
Register'on& find the rest of the theorem hard by his stabhng , 
he has only to cross the river ; ’tis the first turnpike f other 
side Pons Astnorum * 

[The Curse of Kchanta, bj Robert Southej, was published 
iSio , Arthur, or The Nortiurn Enchantment, by the Rev 
Richard Hole, m 1789 , Alfred, bj Joseph Gottle, m 1801 , 
Davidets, by Abraham Gowley, m 1056 , Ptchard the Ftrst, 
by Sir James Bland Burges, in i8oi , Exodtad, b> Sir J 
Bland Burges and R- Gumberland, in 180S , Exodus, by 
Charles Ho>le, m 1802 , Eptgoniad, by W WiUaa D D , in 
1757 , Calvary, by R. Cumberland, in 1792 , Fall of Cam- 
bria, by Joseph Cottle, m 1809, Siege of Acre, by Hannah 
Cowle>,in ; The Vision of Don Roderuk,\>y Sir Walter 
Scott, in iSii , Tom Thumb the Great, bj' Henr) Fieldmg, 
in 1730 

The Conner of July 16, 1811, reports m full the first stage 
of the case Sir F Burdett v \\*^am Scott [vidt, supra), 
which was brought before Lord Meadowbank as ordmary in 
the outer court. Jeffrey was counsel for the pursuer, who 
sought to recover a sum of fsooo lent under a bond For 
the defence it was alleged that the money had been entrusted 
for a particular purpose, namely, the mamtenance of an 


* This Latm has sorely puzded the Umversitj of Edin- 
burgh. Ballantyne said it meant the “ Bndge of Berwick,” 
but Southey claimed it as half Enghsh , Scott swore it was / 
the “ Bng o’ Stirling ” he had just passed two King James’s 
and a dozen Douglasses 01 er it. At last it ivas decided b> 
Jeffrey, that it meant nothmg more nor less than the “ counter 
of Arch> Constable’s shop ” 
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Though “ Madoc," mth “ Pucelle,” ’ instead of Punk, 
May travel back to Quito — on a trunk ! - 


Orpheus, we learn from Ovid and Lempnere, 

Led all wild beasts but Women by the ear, 

infant Jeffrey denied the existence of any such claim, and 
maintained that whatever was scandalous or calumnious m 
the defence was absolutely untrue. The case, which was 
not included in the Scottish Law Reports, was probably 
settled out of court Evidently the judge held that on 
technical grounds an action did not he. Burdett’s enemies 
were not slow in turnmg the scandal to account (See a 
contemporary pamphlet. Adultery and Pairtoiwn, London, 
i8n.)] 

1 Voltaire’s Pucclle is not quite so immaculate as Mr 
Southey’s Joan of Arc, and yet I am afiraid the Frenchman 
has both more truth and poetry too on his side — (they rarely 
go together) — than our patriotic minstrel, whose first essay 
was m praise of a fanatical French strumpet, whose title of 
wtch would be correct with the change of the first letter 

2 Like Sir Blmd Burges’s Richard^ the tenth book of 
which I read at Malta, on a tnmk of Eyre’s, 19, Cockspur-street 
If this be doubted, 1 shall buy a portmanteau to quote from 

[Sir James Bland Burges (1752-1824), who assumed, in 
1821, the name of Lamb, married, as his first wife, the Hon 
Elizabeth Noel, daughter of Lord Wentworth, and \ounger 
sister of BjTon’s mother-m-Iaw, Lady Milbanke. He ivas 
called to the bar in 1777, and in the same jear was 
appointed a Commissioner in Bankruptcy In 1787 he was 
returned M P for the borough of Helleston , and from 1789 
to 1795 held office as Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs In 
179S1 nt the instance of his chief, Lord Gremnlle, he vacated 
his postj and by way of compensation was created a baronet 
with a sinecure post as Knight-Marshal of the Rojal House- 
hold Thenceforth he devoted himself to literature In 
1796 he wrote the Btrth and Triumph of Love, by waj of 
letter-press to some elegant designs of the Princess Elizabeth 
(For Richard the First and the Exodiad, see note, p 43^) 
His plajs. Riches and Tricks for Travellers, appeared in 
t8io, and there were other works In spite of Wordsworth’s 
testimonj (Wordsworth signed, but Colcndge dictated and 
no doubt composed, the letter sec Thomas Poole and His 
Friends, 11 27) “to a pure and unmtxed vein of native 
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And had he fiddled at the present hour. 

We’d seen the Lions ivaltzing in the Tower/ 

And old Anjphion, such were minstrels then. 

Had bunt St. Paul’s without the aid of Wren 
Verse too was Justice, and the Bards of Greece 
Did more than constables to keep the peace ; 6/^ 

Abolished cuckoldom with much applause, 

Called county meetings, and enforced the laws, 

Cut down crown influence with refomung scythes 
And served the Church — without demandmg tithes 
And hence, throughout all Hellas and the East, 
Each Poet was a Prophet and a Pnest, 

MTiose old-established Board of Jomt Controls* 
Included kingdoms in the cnire of souls. 


Next rose the martial Homer, Epic s pnncc, 

And Fighting's been in fashion ever since , 

And old Tyrtaeus, when the Spartans varred 

Engbsh ■’ in Rzcl’crti Ihe Fsrs! {Blarz^-Bztrgu PrpTS, 1SS5 
p 30SI, Bulges .as a poetaii-aits rediscorm His dianes po*' 
tions of which were published in 1&S5, are lii'cli and instrtc- 
tne. He has been immortalized in Po-son’s Macaioaics 

“ Pochs nos lactamur tnbus, 

Pjc, Petro Pindar parvo Pjbus. 

Si ultenus irc pcrgis 

Adde his Sir James Bland Burges ' 

1 [Chiries Lamb, m “Chnsts Hosp ml Fiie and Tii rli 
\ ears Ago ^Pmsc KW-cf iSj^ it. 30', records his repented 
nsi s, as a Blue Coat box, ‘‘to the Lions in the Terror — to 
«hose Icvdc, bj courtesv iimieiro'naL ne had a prcsmf'ne 
title to rdmicsion "J ‘ 

a [Lines 677, 67S a-e no* in VS /„ iir' ] } 
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'A limping leader, but a lofty bard) *• 
rhough ivalled Ithome had resisted long, 

Reduced the fortress by the force of song 

WTien Oracles prevailed, in times of old, 

In song alone Apollo’s will was told "• 

Then if your verse is what all verse should be. 

And Gods were not ashamed on’t, why should we ? 


The Muse, like mortal females, may be wooed , * 
In turns she’ll seem a Paphian, or a prude, 690 
Fierce as a bnde when first she feels affnghl, 

Mild as the same upon the second night , 

Wild as the nife of Alderman or Peer, 

Non for His Grace, and now a grenadier 1 
Her eyes beseem, her heart belies, her rone — 

Ice in a croud — and Lava uhen alone 

If Verse be studied wth some shou of Art, 

Kind Nature always mil perform her part , 

Though without Genius, and a native vein 

Of mt, ue loathe an artificial strain, 700 

Yet Art and Nature joined mil mn the pnze. 

Unless they act like us and our allies 

I As lame as I am, tut a teller bard — [A/A" ilF ] 

II Apollo's sous t! e fate cj mm foretold —[MS ^ W 1 

I [Lines 689-696 arc not in ^fS L (d) or MS L ip) j 



440 


HIN-TS FROM HORACE 


The youth who tnuns to nde, or run a race, 

Must bear pnvations -mth unruffled face, 

Be called to labour when he thmts to dme, 

And, harder still, leave wenching and his wine. 
Ladies who sing, at least who sing at sight, 

Have followed Music flirough her farthest flight,'' 
But rhymers tell you neither more nor less, 

“ I’ve got a pretty poem for the Press , ” 7 

And that’s enough , then wnte and pnnt so fast . — 
If Satan take the hmdmost, who’d be last? 

They storm the Types, they pubhsh, one and all, ’ 
They leap the counter, and they leave the stall 
Proi'mcial Maidens, men of high command, 

Yea ' Baronets have inked the bloody hand ' 

Cash cannot quell them ; Polho played this prank, 
(Then Phoebus first foimd credit m a Bank }) 

Not all the hvmg only, but the dead, 

Fool on, as fluent as an Orpheus’ Head ; - 
Damned all their days, they' posthumously thnve, 

Dug up from dust, though buned when ahve ' 

I Have studied 'inik a faster da} and right — [MS (a, i) 1 
II Thej stomi Bolt Court, they pubhsh cue and all — 

buy M erased} 

lu Kogers plaj ed this prank — [AAV M} 

1 [A/y JL {a and b) continue at line 75 S J 

2 “ Turn quoque marmorea caput a cemce revulsuni, 

Gurgite cum medio portans CEagnus Hebrus, 

Volveret Eury dicen vo-v. ipsa, et fingida lingua , 

Ah, miseram Eun'dicen ' anima fiigiente ^ ocabat , 
Eut) dicen toto referebant flumine npas.” 

Giorgtc, \\ 523-527 
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Reviews record this epidemic cnrae, 

Those Books of Martyrs to the rage for rhyme 
Alas I woe worth the scnbbler I often seen 
In Morning Post, or Monthly Magazme 
There lurk his earlier lays , but soon, hot pressed,*- 
Behold a Quarto 1 — Tarts must tell the rest. 

Then leave, ye mse, the Lyre’s precarious chords 
To muse-mad baronets, or madder lords, “• 730 

Or country Cnspms, now grown somewhat stale. 
Twin Done minstrels, drunk with Done ale ! 

Hark to those notes, narcotically soft 1 
The Cobbler-Laureats ^ sing to Capel Lofft 1 ** 

I Time see thttr sonnets first — bnt Siring — hot pres t 

Beholds a Quarto — Tarts must tell the Best -\MS M erased ] 

II 7 <> fuddled Esquires or to ftippant Lords — [JIfS M ] 

1 I beg J^athaniel’s pardon he is not a cobbler , ti is a. 
tailor, but begged Capel Lofft to sink the profession in his 
preface to two pair of panta — psba ! — of cantos, which he 
wished the public to trj on , but the sieve of a patron let it 
out, and so far saved the expense of an advertisement to his 
country customers— Merry’s “ Moorfields whine ” was nothing 
to all this The “Della Cruscans” were people of some 
education, and no profession , but these Arcadians (“ Arcades 
ambo ” —bumpkins both) send out their native nonsense 
wnthout the smallest allo), and leave all the shoes and small- 
clothes m the pansh unrepaired, to patch up Elegies on 
Enclosures, and Pasins to Gunpowder Sitting on a shop- 
board, they desenbe the fields of battle, when the onlj blood 
the> ever saw was shed from the finger, and an “Essaj on 
War” is produced by the ninth part of a “poet , ” 

“ And own that nine such poets made a Tate ” 

Did Nathan ev-er read that line of Pope? and if he did, wh> 
not take it as his motto? [Ate Essay on Jl^ar, Homnglon 
Green, a Ballad, an Ele^’ and other Poems, was 

published m 1803 ] 

2 This w ell-meaning gentleman has spoiled some excellent 
shoemakers, and been accessory to the poetical undoing of 
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Till, lo ! that modem Midas, as he hears, *• 
Adds an ell growth to his egregious ears > 


1 77ff lo ! that trodcni Mtdas of the swains — 

J^ods dts ears lengihai — xutik iAe lenzikenirg slrairs — 

[kfS M erased] 

u Adds c weeds growth to kts enormcris ears — [AfS hf erased ] 

many of the industrious poor Nathaniel Bloomfield and 
his brother Bobb} have set all Somersetshire singing, nor 
has the malady confined itself to one count) Pratt too 
(who once tras wiser) has caught the contagion of patronage, 
and decoyed a poor fellow named Blackett into poetr) , but 
he died during the operation, leaving one child and tna 
volumes of “Remams” utterly destitute. The girl, if she 
don’t take a poetical twist, and come forth as a shoemaking 
Sappho, may do well , hut the “ tragedies ” are as nckett) as 
if they had been the ofispnng of an Earl or a Seatonian prize 
poet. The patrons of this poor lad are certainl) answerable 
for his end , and it ought to be an indictable offence. But 
this IS the least they have done for. b) a refinement of 
barbant), the) haie made the (l^tc) man posthumoush 
ndiculous, by pnntmg what he would hai e had sense enough 
never to pnnt himself Certes these rakers of “Remains 
come imder the statute against “ resurrection men.” ^^^lat 
does It signify whether a poor dear dead dunce is to be stuck 
up m Surgeons’ or in Stationers’ Hall ? Is rt so bad to 
unearth his bones as his blunders^ Is it not better to gibbet 
his bod) on a heath, than his soul in an octavo? “We know 
what ne are, but we know not what we ma) be , ” and it is 
to be hoped we never shall know, if a man who has passed 
through hfe with a sort of eclat is to find himself a mounte- 
bank on the other side of St)w, and made, like poor Joe 
Blackett, the laughing-stock of purgatory The plea of pub- 
lication IS to provide for the child , now, might not some 
of this Suior ultra Crepidatrds friends and seducers have 
done a decent action without mveigling Pratt into biograph) ’ 
.And then his inscription spht mtp so man) modicums ' — 

“ To the Duchess of Somuch, the Right Hon. So-and-So, 
and Mrs and Miss Somebody, these v olumes are,” etc. etc. — 
uh), this IS doling out the “ softnulhof dedication ” in gills, — 
there is but a quart, and he divides it among a dozen M*hj, 
Prattj hadst thou not a puff left ’ Dost thou think suv 
families of distinction can share this in quiet? There is a 
child, a book, and a dedication send the girl to her grace, 
the volumes to the gfrocer, and the dedication to the deval 
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There hves one Drmd, who prepares m tune ^ 
’Gauist future feuds his poor revenge of rhyme. 

Racks his dull Memory, and his duller Muse, 

To puhhsh faults which Fnendship should excuse 740 
If Rnendship’s nothmg, Self-regard might teach 
More pohshed usage of his parts of speech. 

But Mhat is shame, or what is aught to him ? 

He vents his spleen, or gratifies his whim 


1 Sut '^>hat art. these f JScnefls might bind 

Some decent ties about a manly mind — [JtfS Af] 

[For Robert Bloomfield, sec Engitsh Bards, 11 774-7S6, 
and note 2 For Joseph Blacket, see Engitsh Bards, 
11 765-770, and note i Blackefs Remains, mth Life bj 
Pratt, appeared m 181 1 The work nas dedicated “To Her 
Grace tte Duchess of Leeds, Lady Milbanke and Familj, 
Bcnei olent Patrons of the Author,” etc ] 

1 [Lines 737-738 are not m cither of the three onginal 
MSS of Hints from Horace, and were probablj ivntten 
in the autumn of i8ii They appear among a sheet of 
“ alterations to Engitsh Bards, and S Reviewers, continued 
with additions” {fISS E), drawn up for the fifth edition, 
and the} arc inserted on a separate sheet in MS M A 
second sheet {MSS E) of “scraps of rhjane, pnnci- 
pall> additions and corrections for Engitsh Bards, etc.” (for 
the fifth edition), some of which are dated 1810, does not 
gi\e the whole passage, but includes the following \-anants 
(erased) of lines 753-756 — 

(i ) “ Then let thj ponderous quarto steep and stink, 

The dullest fattest need on Lethe’s brink. 

Down mth that \olumc to the depths of hell • 
Oblivion seems ren'arding it too well ” 

(11 ) “Yet then thj quarto still maj,” etc. 

A “ Druid” (sec Engitsh Bards, line 741I was B>Ton’s name 
for a scnbblcr nho wrote for his liiang In MS M 
“scnbbler” has been erased, and “Druid" substituted It 
is doubtful to nhom the passage, m its final shape, was 
intended to applv, but it is possible that the erased fines, in 
v\hich “ponderous quarto” stands for “lost songs,” were 
aimed at Soutlie) (see arte, line 657, t oie i) ] 
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Some fancied slight has roused his lurking hate, 

Some folly crossed, some jest, or some debate , 

Up to his den Sir Scribbler hies, and soon 
The gathered gall is voided in Lampoon 
Perhaps at some pert speech you’ve dared to frown. 
Perhaps your Poem may have pleased the Town 750 
If so, alas 1 'tis nature m the man — 

May Heaven forgive you, for he never can 1 
Then be it so , and may his withenng Bays 
Bloom fresh in satire, though they fade in praise 
'\^^llle his lost songs no more shall steep and stink 
The dullest, fattest weeds on Lethe’s bnnk. 

But spnngmg upwards from the sluggish mould, 

Be (what they never were before) be — sold f 
Should some nch Bard (but such a monster now,^ 

In modem Physics, wn can scarce allow'),*’ 7 ^° 

Should some pretendmg scnbbler of the Court, 

Some rhynung Peer — there’s plenty of the sort — '*■ ** 

1 Our vwdem sceptics can no mare allow — L (a) ] 

11. Same rhyming peer — Carlisle or Carysfart * — [MS M] 

1 Z (a) recommences at line 758 ] 

2 Here will Mr Gifford allow me to introduce once more 
to his notice the sole sm-nvor, the “ultimus Romanorum,” 
the last of the Cruscanti — “ Edwm ” the “ profound ” by our 
Lady of Punishment I here he is, as lively as m the days of 
“ well said Baviad the Correct ” I thought Fitzgerald had 
been the tail of poesy , but, alas I he is only the penultimate 

A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO THE EDITOR OF THE “MORNING 
CHRONICLE,” 

“ What reams of paper, floods of ink,” 

Do some men spoil, who never think ' 

And so perhaps you’ll say of me. 

In which your readers may agree 
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All but one poor dependent pnest withdraisTi, 

(Ah 1 too regardless of his Chaplain’s yawn !) 

Still I write on, and tell you why , 

Nothing’s so bad, you can’t deny. 

But may instruct or entertam 
Without the nsk of giving pain, etc., etc 

ON SOME MODERN QUACKS AND REFORMISTS 

In tracing of the human mind 
Through all its various courses. 

Though strangOj ’tis true, we often find 
It Imows not its resources 

And men through life assume a part 
For which no talents they possess. 

Yet wonder that, with all their art, 

They meet no better with success, etc., etc 

Favuhar EputU, etc ^ by T Vaughan, Esq, was 
lishcd in the Morntng Chronicle, October 7, 1811 
Gifford, in the Baviad (1 350). speaks of “ Edwin’s mew- 
ImgSj” and m a note names “ Edwin ” as the “ profound 
Mr T Vaughan ” Lovis Metamorphoses, by T Vaughan, 
ivas played at Drury Lane, Apnl 15, 1776 He also wrote 
The Hotel, or Double Valet, November 26, 1776, which 
J^hson rewrote under the title of The Servant with Two 
Masters Compare Children of Apollo, p 49 — 

“^phsonj who has no humour of his own. 

Thinks It no crime to borrow from the town , 

The farce (almost forgot) of The Hotel 
Or Double Valet seems to answer welL 
This and his own make Two Strings to his Bow "] 

3 [Tovanantii (p 444) is subjoined this note “Of ‘John 
Joshua, Earl of Carysfort,’ I know nothing at present, but from 
an advertisement m an old newspaper of certain Poems and 
Tragedies by his Lordship, which I saw by accident m the 
Morca Bein^ a rhjTner himself, he wall forgive the libert) 
I take wath his name, seeing, as he must, how very com- 
modious It is at the close of that couplet , and as for what 
follows and goes before, let him place it to the accoimt ol 
the other Thane , since I cannot, under these circumstances, 
augur pro or con the contents of his ‘ foolscap crowai 
octavos’” — [John Joshua Probj, first Earl of Carj-sfort, was 
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Condemn the unlucky Curate to reate 
Their last dramatic Mork by candle-hght. 

How would the preacher turn each rueful leaf, 

Dull as his sermons, but not half so bnef ’ 

Yet, smce 'hs promised at the Rector’s death, 

He’ll nsk no living for a httle breath 77° 

Then spouts and foams, and cnes at every Ime, 

(The Lord foigive him 1) “ Bra\ o ' Grand ! Divme ' ” 
Hoarse with those praises (uhich, by Flatfry fed,*" 
Dependence barters for her bitter bread). 

He strides and stamps along with aeakmg boot , 

Till the floor echoes his emphatic foot, 

Then sits agam, then rolls his pious eje,“- 
As when the djing -near will not die ’ 

Nor feels, forsooth, emotion at his heart, — 

But all Dissemblers oi eract their part. 7^° 

Ye, vho aspire to “ build the lofty rhyme,” ^ 

Beheve not all who laud your false “sublime,” 

But if some fhend shall hear your work, and say, 

“ Expunge that stanza, lop that hne auay,” 

1 ITcarse uiiA bepnuiwg, erd fud/ enccied , 

Su cat or h t brou erd tear drofs tr bte C) es — \4IS L (c) J 
u Tr^ Stic a^atr, Iken sbaics bti /i/eouc head 

As if the p’tcar ~L-ere abreaaj dead — [.IfS L (a) ] 

joint postmaster-general in iSo;, envoy to Berlm in 1 S 06 , 
and ambassador to Petersburgh in 1807 Besides his 
{JDrawaiic aid Mtsccllaneous Works, 1810). he published 
two pamphlets (1780, 17S3), to show the necessity of universal 
suf&age and short parhaments He died m 1S2S ] 

I [Sec Milton’s L\adas\ 
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And, after fhutless efforts, you return 
TCthout amendment, and he answers, “ Bum 1 ” 

That mstant throw j our paper m the fire, 

Ask not his thoughts, or follow his desire , 

But (if true Bard !) you scorn to condescend,^- 
And will not alter -what you can’t defend, 790 

If you will breed this Bastard of j our Brains, 

We'll have no -words — Tve only lost my pains 

Yet, if you only pnze jour favounte thought, 

As cnhcs kindly do, and authors ought , 

If j our cool fhend armoy j ou now and then, 

And cross whole pages with his plaguj pen , 

No matter, throw j’our ornaments aside, — 

Better let him than all the world dende 
Give hght to passages too much m shade. 

Nor let a doubt obscure one -v erse > ou’i e made , 800 
Your fnend's a “ Johnson,” not to leave one -word, 
Howe-ver tnfling, which may seem absurd , 

Such emng tnfies lead to senous ills. 

And furnish food for critics, or their qmlls - 

As the Scotch fiddle, with its touchmg tune. 

Or the sad mfluence of the angry Moon, 

1 if ‘'tc ioc corcci'cd to arttnd — L, (a) ] 

1 Minerva being the first by Jupiter’s head-piece, and a 
i-anctj of equallj unaccountable partuntions upon earth, 
such as Madoc, etc. etc. 

- “A crust for the critics” — Bayes, tK “ il c Belearsal^ 
(act 11 sc a] 
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All men avoid bad \vnters’ ready tongues, 

As yawning waiters fly * Fitzscnbble’s lungs , ' 

Yet on he mouths — ten mmutes — tedious each "■ • 
As Prelate’s homily, or placeman’s speech , 8 i< 

Long as the last years of a Imgenng lease, 

^Vhen Riot pauses until Rents increase, 

AVhile such a minstrel, muttenng fustian, strays 
O’er hedge and ditch, through unfrequented ways. 

If by some chance he walks mto a well, 

And shouts for succour with stentorian yell, 

“ A rope 1 help, Christians, as ye hope for grace ' 
Nor woman, man, nor child wdl stir a pace. 

For there his carcass he might freely fling, “■ 

From frenzy, or the humour of the tbmg 83c 

Though this has happened to more Bards than one , 
I’ll teU you BudgeU’s story, — and have done 


Budgell, a rogue and rhymester, for no good, 
(Unless his case be much misunderstood) 


1 Ou pain of suffering from their pen or tongu^^^^ ^ erased} 

fly PitzgeralePs lungs — \MS M} 

11 Ah when Bards mouth / henv sympathetic Time 

Stagnates, and Hours stand still to hear erased ] 


m. Besides how know ye 1 that he did not fling 

Himself there— for the humour of the thing — [MS ft J 

I And the “ waiters ” are the only fortunate 
can “fly” from them , all the rest, viz. the sad subsen o 
to the “ Literary Fund,” being compelled, by 
out the recitation without a hope of exclaiming. Sic 
IS, by chokmg Fitz. with bad wine, or worse poetry; m 
servavit Apollo 1 ” [See English Bards, hne I and note 3 j 
3 [Lines 813-816 not m MS L (a) or MS L. {o) \ 
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AMien teased with creditors’ continual claims, 

“To die like Cato,” ' leapt into the Thames ! 

And therefore be it lawful through the town 

For any Bard to poison, hang, or droun 

\\Tio saves the intended Suiade receives 

Small thanks from him who loathes the life he leaves , ' 

/Vnd, sooth to say, mad poets must not lose 831 

The Glorj’ of that death they freely choose 

Nor IS It certain that some sorts of %erse “■ 

Prick not the Poet’s conscience as a curse , 


I Small thanls, tin ixlcamc hfe ht gutckly leaves , 

And ravtttff ^ets — reall} shcstld rot lose — [jl/ 5 ' M \ 

II iVfr ts tt clearly understood that verse 
Has rot beer gr eti the foe' for a eurse, 

Perhaps he sent the parson's flif to pourd. 

Or ^t a child on eonsecratid ground , 

But, hi this as it v a) , hts rhyming rage 
Exeeeds a Bear -oho s times to break his cage 
If free, all fi) hissersifyingfit, 

T! ej ottng, the old, the simpleton at d it — L [a) J 

1 On his tabic wen, found these words — “What Cato 
did, and Addison approi cd, cannot bewTong ” But Addison 
did not “ nppro\ c , ” and if he had, it w ould not ha\ e mended 
the matter He had inaated his daughter on the same water- 
partj , but Miss Budged, by some accident, escaped this last 
paternal attention Thus fell the s> cophant of “ Atticus,” 
and the cnem> of Pope ! [Eustace Budgcll (16S6-1737), a 
fnend and rclatiac of Addison’s, “leapt into the Thames" 
to escape the dishonour which attached to him in con 
nccUon wath Dr Tmdal’s will, and the immediate pressure 
of monc> difficulties. He was, more or less, insane, “ We 
talked (sajs Boswell) of a man’s drowaiing himself I put 
the case of Eustace Budgcll ‘ Suppose, sir,’ said I, ‘that a 
man is absolutcK sure that, if he Incs a few daj-s longer, he 
shall be detected m a fraud, the consequence of which wall 
be utter disgrace, and c.\pulsion from societj ’’ Johnson 
* Then, sir, let him go abroad to a distant countrj , let him 

\ol I 



150 


Hivt*; rpoM hor.\ce 


Dosed * with mIc drains on Sundaj be nns found, 
Or got a child on consecrated ground 1 
And huicc is haunted nith a rh}Tning rage — 
beared like a bear just bursting from his cage 
If free, all fl) his scrsifjing fit, 

Fatal at once to Simpleton or U it S40 

But /«//', unhapp} J irhoin he seizes, — J.i»t 
He flaj’s mill Rccilabon limb b} limb, 

Probes to the quick uhere’er he makes his breach, 
And gorges like a Lan-jer — or a Leech 

go to some place ivhere he is w/knoiro Don’t let him go 
to the dc\ il, M here he w known ’ ” — Bosu cll s Lt/t 0/ Johnson 
(1S86), p zSi ] 

I If “ dosed Mith,” etc be censured as low, I beg leaic to 

refu" to the onginal for something still lower , and if an) 
reader will translate “Min\tnt in patnos cineres^” etc. into 
a decent couplet, I wall insert said couplet in heu of the 
present 


[The last page of M is dated — 

Biron, 

Capadun Convent, 

Athens March J4-'h, iSiI 

The following memorandum in B)Ton’s handwriting, 
also inscribed on the last page “ 72a lines, and 4 inserted 
after and now counted, in all 726 — B Since this seaeral 

lines are added — B June 14th, iSii 

“Copied fair at Malta, I^ta) 3rd, iSlI — B ” 

B\kon, 

March lith end t:,h, 

Athens iSll — gl/^" Z- W J 
Bvrov, March 14/h, iSll 

Athens, Capuchin Convent — gtrS" Z (h) U 



THE CURSE OF MINERVA. 


“ Pallas tc hoc vubierc, Pillas 

Immoht, et pocnam scclcrato cx sanguine snmit ” 

Ainad, hb xii 947, 94b 



Note I — In Tlu. Malediction of Mtuova {New Monthly 
Maga::inc^\o\ lu p 240) additional footnotes are appended 
(i) to line io6, recording the obliteration of Lord EIgm’s 
name, “which had been inscnfaed on a pillar of one of the 
pnncipal temples ” while that of Lady Elgin had been left 
untouched , and (2) to line giving quotations from pp 
158, 269, 41^ of Eustace’s Classical Tour in Italy After, 
line 130, which reads. “And well I know wathin that murk) 
land ” (t e Caledonia), the followong apolog) for a hiatus was 
inserted “Here follows m the original certain Imes which 
the editor has exercised his discretion bj suppressing , mas- 
much as the) comprise national reflections which the bard’s 
justifiable indignation has made him pour forth agamst a 
people which, if not imnersall) of an amiable, is generall) of 
a respectable character, and desert es not m this case to be 
censured en masse for the faults of an individual ” 

Note II — The text of The Curse of Minerva is based on 
that of the quarto pnnted by T Davison in 1S13 With the 
e.\ception of the variants, as noted, the text corresponds with 
the hIS in the possession of Lord Stanhope Doubtless it 
represents Byron’s final retnsion The text of an edition of 
The Curse, etc, Philadelphia, 1815, 8\o [pnnted by De 
Silver and Co ], w'as followed by Galignani (third edit , 181S, 
etc ) The same text is followed, but not invanably, m the 
selections pnnted b) Hone in 1816 (iii hnes) , Wilsom 1818 
(112 Imes), and Knight and Lac), 1824 (in Imes) It 
exhibits the following \‘anants from the quarto of 1813 — 


t-ine. 

6 lands and mam 

I Her helm was deep indented 
and her lance 

94 SeeUst thou the cause 1 O 
mortal, look around 

102 That Hadrian 

1 16 The last base brute 

143 Ten thousand schemes 0/ 
petulance and pndc 

152 victors o'er the grave 

162 Time shall tell the rest 


Luje. 

199 Loath'd throughout life — 
scarce pardon'd in the 
dust 

203 Hrostratus and Elgin, etc 

206 viler than the first 

2,Ti Shall shake pour usurpa- 
tion to its base 

233 IVhile Lusitama 

273. Then in the Senates 

290 decorate his fall 


The following vanants may also be noted — 

Lme. 

I Slow sinks now lovely , etc — [Hone ] 

no The Gothic monarch and the British [H J 

and his fit compeer — [ Wilson ] 

131 And well I know -within that murky land 


Dispatched her reckoning children far and -wide — [H{ 
And well T know, albeit afar, the land, 

IVhere starving Avarice keeps her chosen band , 

Or sends their hungry mimbers eager forth 

And aye acairsed, etc — [IV \ 
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The Curse of Mtuerva, which wns w-ntten at Athens, and 
IS dated March 17, 1811, remained unpublished, as a whole, 
m this countn, during B}Ton’s life-time The arrangement 
which had been made wnth Cawlhom, to bring out a fifth 
edition of English Baris, included the issue of a separate 
\olume, containing Hints from Horace and The Curse of 
Minerva and, ns Moore intimates, it was the wnthdrawal 
of the latter, in deference to the wishes of Lord Elgin or his 
connections, which led to the suppression of the other satires. 

The quarto edition of The Curse of Minerva, pnntcd b} 
T Datison in 1813, was probably set up at the same time 
as Murra)'’s quarto edition of Childe Harold, and resen ed 
for pnvatc circulation Wth or without BjTon’s consent, the 
poem as a whole was published in Philadelphia bj Dc Siher 
and Co, 1815,8% o (for Minants, see p 453, note) In a letter 
to Murraj, March 6, 1816, he sajs that he “disowns” The 
Curse, etc , “ as stolen and published in a miserable and 
\illainous copj in the magazine” The reference is to The 
Malediction of Minerva, or 1/e Athenian Marh/e-Marhet, 
which appeared in the Nno Month/j Mac^asire for Apnl, 
1818, vol III 340 It numbers iii lines, and is signed 
“Steropes” (The Lighlncr, a C% clops) The tc.%t of the 
magazine, with the s.amc additional footnotes, but under the 
title of Tie Curse, etc, -was republished m the eighth edition 
of Poetry on His Domestic Circumstances, W Hone, London, 
1816, S\o, and, thenceforth, m other piratical issues \Vhat- 
c\er mi) ha\c been his feelings or intentions in 1812, four 
)eirs later B\Tonw'as well aware that 1 he Curse of Miner-’a 
would not increase his reputation as a poet, while the object 
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of his satire — the exposure and denunciation of Lord Elgin 
— had been accomplished bv the scathing stanzas (canto ii 
10-13), ivitb their accompanxnng note, m Cftilde Harold 
“Disouti’’ It as he might, his words were jiast recall, and 
both indictments stand in his name 

Bjron was prejudiced against Elgin before he started on 
his tour He had, perhaps, glanced at the splendid folio, 
Spccuneus of Aitctcul Sculpturr, which was issued bi the 
Dilettanti Socictj in 1809 I’ajaie Knight wrote the preface, 
in which he maintains that the fnezes and metopes of the 
Parthenon were not the actual worh of Phidias, “but 
architectural studies probabl) bj workmen scarceh 
ranked among artists ” So judged the leader of the cogno- 
sccHii, and, in accordance with his news, Elgin and Aber- 
deen arc held up to ridicule in Eighsh Bards (second edition, 
October, 1809, 1 1007, and ttoU) as credulous and extrax-a- 
gant collectors of “maimed antiques” It was, howexer, not 
till the first xisit to Athens (December, 1S09 — March, rSio), 
xxhen he saxx xxith his own ejes the “rax ages of barbarous 
and antiquarian dcspoilcrs ” (Lord Broughton’s Trcrnih m - 
Albania, 1S58, 1 259), that contempt gaxc xra) to indigna- 
tion, and his wrath found xent in the pages of Chide 
Harold 

Bjron cared as little for ancient buildings as he did for 
the authonties, or for patnotic enterprise, but he ivas stirred 
to the quick bx the marks of fresh and, as he was led to 
beliexe, wanton injurx to “Athena’s poor remams.” The 
southern side of the half-wrecked Parthenon had been 
depnxed of its remaining metopes, xxhich had suffered far 
less from the xxcather than the other sides xxhich are 
still in the building , all that remained of the fnere had 
been stripped from the three sides of the cella, and the 
eastern pediment had been despoiled of its diminished and 
mutflated, but stiU splendid, group of figures , and, though 
fixe or SIX jears had gone bx, the blank spaces between 
the tngljphs must haxe rexealed their recent exposure to 
the light, and the shattered edges of the comice, which 
here and there had been raised and demolished to permit 
the dislodgment of the metopes, must hax e caught the ej e 
as thej sparkled in the sun Nor had the remoxul and 
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deportation of fnezes and statues come to an end The 
firman which Dr Hunt, the chaplain to the embass) , had 
'' obtained in iSoT, which empowered Elgin and his agents to 
take away qualche pczsi dt ptetra, still ran, and Don Tita 
Lusien, the Italian artist, who remained in Elgin’s semce, 
was still, like the canes venattci (Amencand, “ smell-dogs ”) 
employed bj Verres in Sicilj (see Chtldt Harold, canto ii 
St 12, note), finding fresh relics, and still bewailing to 
sj-mpathetic tra\cllcrs the hard fate which compelled him 
to despoil the temples matgri Ini The feelings of the 
inhabitants themsehes were not much m question, but their 
opinions were quoted for and against the remoral of the 
marbles. Elgin’s secretary and pnme agent, W R. Hamil- 
ton, testifies, from personal knowledge, that, “so far from 
exciting any unpleasant sensations, the people seemed to 
feel It as the means of bringing foreigners into the countr) , 
and of haling mono) spent there” {Memoir on the Lari 
of Elgin's Pnrsnits in Greece, i8u) On the other hand, 
the trateller, Edward Daniel Chrkc, widi whom B)Ton 
corresponded (sec Chide Harold, canto ii st 12, nolc), 
speaks of the attachment of the Turks to the Parthenon, and 
their religious acncration for the building as a mosque, and 
tells a pathetic stoiy of the gnef of the Disdar when “a 
metope was lowered, and the adjacent masomy scattered its 
white fragments wath thundenng noise among the nuns’’ 
{Frai'cls in Various Countries, sect ii p 4S3) 

Other traa oilers of less authonty than Clarke — Dodwell, 
for instance, who \asitcd the Parthenon before it had been 
dismantled, and, aftcni-ards, was present at the remo\-al of 
metopes , and Hughes, who came after BjTon (autumn, 
1813) — make use of such phrases as “ shattered desola- 
tion,” “wanton deiaistalion and aiiditj of plunder” E\en 
Michaelis, the great archamlogist, who denounces The Curst- 
of Muurva as a " hh lions poem,” and affirms “that onlj 
blind passion could doubt that Lord Elgin’s act was an 
act of prescia alien,” admits that “the remoxal of several 
metopes and of the statue from the Ercchthcion had 
severely injured the surrounding architecture” {At aert 
Marbles in Gteai Britain, bj A Michaelis, translated bj 
CAM PenncH, 1S82, p 13;) Highlj coloured and 








THE CURSE OF MINERVA. 

Pallas te hoc Vnlnere Pallas 
Immolat ct iKcnam scderato ex Sanguine Snimt 


ATirn.NS Capuchin Con'xent, jl/hrr/ 17, iSii 

Slo\\ sinks, more lovelj ere Ins race be run,' 

.Vlong Morea's hills the setting Sun , 

Not, as in northern climes, obscurely bnght. 

But one unclouded blaze of Ining light. 

O'er the hushed deep the }ellow beam he throws,*- 
Gilds the green uuie that trembles as it glons , 

On old -iCgma’s rock and Hydra’s isle - 

1 O'rr tf-c tljc ft mt! * 13 )’ f'js — [jlA? ] ’ 

I [The lines (1-34) ivith uluch the Satire begins, douu to 
“As thus, avithin the walls of Pallas’ fane,” first appeared 
(1S14) as the opening stann of the Third Canto of The 
, Corsatr At that time the publication of Tne Curse of 
Minerva had been abandoned (See B)Ton’s roie to The 
Corsair, Canto III st 1 line i 
z [Idra , T/e Corsair, 111 st-i line 7 Hjdra. or Hadrea, 
is an island on the east coast of the Peloponnese, between the 
gulfs of Naupha and Angina As an “isle of Greece it had 
almost no liistoia until the War of Independence, uhen its 
chief touu became a “cita of refuge” for the inhabitants of 
the Morca and Northern Greece BjTon was, perhaps the 
first poet to guc it a name in song] 

^ [The onh MS of The Curst of llinerzr uhich the 
editor has seen, is m the possession of the Earl of Stanhope 
A second MS , formerl) in the possession of the Duke of 
Newcastle, is believed to ha\e perished in a fire which broke 
out at Clumber in 1870 ] 
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The God of gladness sheds his parting smile , 

O’er his ovn regions lingering loves to shine, 
Though there his altars are no more dmne '* lo 
Descending fast, the mountam-shadons kiss 
Thy glorious Gulf, unconquered Salamis ' 

Their azure arches through the long expanse," 

More deeply purpled, meet his melloinng glance. 
And tenderest tints, along their summits dnven, 

Mark his gay course, and own the hues of Heaven , 
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep. 

Behind his Delphian rock he sinks to sleep 

On such an eve his palest beam he cast 
When, Athens I here thy Wisest looked his last 20 
How watched thy better sons his farewell ray. 

That closed their murdered Sage’s * latest day ! 

Not >et — not yet — Sol pauses on the hill. 

The precious hour of partuig lingers still , 

But sad his hght to agonizuig eyes. 

And dark the mountam’s once delightful d} es , 

Gloom o’er the lovely land he seemed to pour. 

The land w'here Phoebus never frowned before, 

But ere he sunk below' Cithieron’s head. 

The cup of Woe w'as quaffed — the Spint fled, 30 

1 j\ or j et forbears each long-abandoned shrine — hlAS" ] 
u Their varj tiig azure mingled •soiili the sky 
Beneath hts ra) s assumes a deeper dye — [jl/iV ] 
ui Behind his Delphian cliff \Corsair, III st i 1 iS j 

1 Socrates drank the hemlock a short time before sunset 
(the hour of execution), notivithstandmg the entreaties of his 
disciples to wait till the sun went down 
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The soul of Hun that scorned to fear or fly,*- 
■\Vho lived and died as none can live or die 

But lo ! from high Hymettus to the plain 
The Queen of Night asserts her silent reign , * 

No murky vapour, herald of the storm, “• 

Hides her fau face, or girds her gloivmg form , 

'\\^th cormce ghmmenng as the moonbeams play. 
There the white column greets her grateful ray. 

And hnght around, v ith quivenng beams beset, 

Her emblem sparkles o’er the Minaret 40 

The groves of olive scattered dark and wide, 

\\Tiere meek Cephisus sheds his scanty tide. 

The cypress saddenmg by the sacred mosque. 

The gleaming turret of the gay kiosk,^ 

And sad and sombre ’mid the holy calm. 

Near Theseus’ fane, yon solitary palm , 

All, tinged with varied hues, arrest the eye , 

And dull were his that passed them heedless by ’ 

I The soul of him 'uho [Corsair, HI st i 1 31 ] 

II sil-rer reigu — ] 

III Ifiro s'oeei atiil St/onf, not a fassiri" oloiitl 

IIuJos her fair face nath trtlrrfentti^ shroud — [jlA? ] 

1 The tis ilight in Greece is much shorter than in our own 
countr> , the daj-s in wntcr arc longer, but in summer of 
less duration 

a The kiosk is a Turkish summer-house , the palm is 
uathout the present u-alls of Athens, not far from the temple 
of Theseus between which and the tree the wall intciacncs 
Cephisus’ stream is indeed scant), and Iltssus has no stream 
at all 

^ [“The Temple of Theseus is the most perfect ancient 
edifice in the world In this fabric, the most tndunng 
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Again die ^gean, heard no more afar, 

Luhs his chafed breast from elemental war 5° 
Agam his wa\es m milder hnts unfold 
Their long expanse of sapphire and of gold, 

^Ii\ed with the shades of manj a distant isle 
That frown, where gentler Ocean deigns to smile.*' 

As thus, within the walls of Pallas’ fane, 

I marked the beauties of the land and mam. 

Alone, and friendless, on the magic shore, 
l\liose arts and arms but hie m poets' lore 
Oft as the matchless dome 1 turned to scan, 

Sacred to Gods, but not secure from Man, 6o 

The Past returned, the Present seemed to cease 
And Glori knew no clime beiond her Greece ' 

Hour rolled along, and Dian’s orb on high 
Had gamed the centre of her softest sk 7 
And yet unweaned still mj footsteps trod 
O er the vam shnne of many a I'amshed God “■ 

But chiefly, Pallas ’ thme, when Hecate’s glare 
Checked by thy columns, fell more sadly fair 
O’er the chill marble, where the startling tread 
Thrills the lone heart like echoes from the dead. 7° 

1 sums (ip snk — [Cersc:r, IIL st i. 1 S4-] 

u Saa shnne — [^lEy ] 

Stability, and a simplicm of design peculiarly stnking, are 
united with the highest elegance and accuracy of woikman- 
ship” — Traz-els n, Albarta €tc , b\ Lord Broughton (iS5S\ 

I 259-3 
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Long had I mused, and treasured every trace 
The WTeck of Greece recorded of her race, 

When, lo ! a giant-form before me strode. 

And Pallas hailed me m her oim Abode ! 

Yes, ’hvas Minerva’s self, but, ah ! how changed, 
Since o’er the Dardan field in arms she ranged ! 

Not such as erst, by her divine command. 

Her form appeared from Phidias’ plastic hand 
Gone were the terrors of her awful brow. 

Her idle Hsgis bore no Gorgon now , 80 

Her helm was dinted, and the broken lance 
Seemed weak and shaftless e’en to mortal glance , 

The Olive Branch, which still she deigned to clasp. 
Shrunk from her touch, and withered m her grasp , 
And, ah ! though still the bnghtest of the sky, 

Celestial tears bedimmed her large blue eye , 

Round the rent casque her owlet circled slow. 

And mourned his mistress ivitli a shnek of w oe ! 

“Mortal!” — ^"twas thus she spake — “that blush of 
shame 

Proclaims thee Bnton, once a noble name , 90 

First of the might j, foremost of the free,*- 
Now honoured kss by all, and hast by me 
Chief of Uiy foes shall Pallas still be found 
Seek’st thou the cause of loathmg 1 — look around 
I IVtlcone tt> simu, at d fertn cst — 1 



.(62 


THl CURSE or MIN'FKVA. 


Lo ! here, despite of war and wasting fire, 

I saw successive Tyrannies c\'pirc, 

Scaped from the ras’agc of the Turk and Goth,' 

Thy country sends a spoiler worse than both. 

Sun’cy this vacant, violated fane, 

Recount the rehes tom that yet remain 

Cecrops placed, //m Pencles adorned,' 

JYia/ Adrian reared when drooping Science mourned 
Wiat more I ow c let Gratitude attest — 

Know, Alanc and Elgin did the rest. 

That all may learn from whence the plunderer came, 
The insulted wall sustains his hated name ^ 

1 Ah, Athtitsl scarce escaped from Turkcitd Goth, 

Jfcll sends a faltr)’ Scotehmatt svorse thar both — [■b/Sj 

1 This IS spoken of the city m general, and not of the 
Acropolis in particular The temple of Jupiter Olympius, 
b> some supposed the Pantheon, was finished by Hadnim, 
sixteen columns arc standing, of the most beautiful marble 
and architecture. 

2 [The following lines, of which the first two were ivntten 
on the original A/h> , are m B)Ton’s handwriting — 

“ Aspicc quos Scoto Pallas concedit honores , 

Subter stat nomen, facta superque tadc 
Scote miser I quamtas nocuisti Palladis aidi, 
Infandum facinus vindical ipsa Venus 
Pjgmalion statuam pro sponsil arsisse refertur , 

Tu statuam rapias, Scote, sed u.xor abest.” 

Compare Horace tn London, by the authors of Rtjuted 
Addresses (James and Horace Smith), London, i8i3> 

\v, “The Parthenon,” “Pastor qtinnt iraheret per freta 
navtbtis ” 

“ And Hjanen shall thy nuptial hopes consume, 
Unless, like fond P}'gmaIion, thou canst wed 
Statues thy hand could never give to bloom 
In wifeless wedlock shall thy hfe be led. 

No marriage joys to bless thy solitary bed ” 
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For Elgin’s fame thus grateful Pallas pleads, 

Below, his name — above, behold his deeds ’ 

Be ever hailed inth equal honour here 

Thc^ Gothic monarch and the Pictish peer *• no 

Arms gave the first his right, the last had none. 

But basely stole vhat less barbanans won 
So when the Lion quits his fell repast, 

Next prowls the Wolf, the filthy Jackal last "• 

Flesh, limbs, and blood the former make their own, 
'Pile last poor brute securely gnaws the bone 
Yet sbll the Gods are just, and cnmes are crossed 
See here vhat Elgm von, and what he lost 1 
^Vnother name with /its pollutes mj shnne 
Behold where Dian’s beams disdam to shine ! 120 

Some retnbution still might Pallas claim, 

AVhen Venus half a\ enged Minenn’s shame ” * 


She ceased auhile, and thus I dared reply, 
To soothe the vengeance kindhng m her eye 


I Bntisk ftn [jT/^ ] 

II St jfacha! — [JA? ] 

Lord Elgin’s first marnigc with Marj, daughter of W illiam 
Hamilton Nisbct, was dissohcd bj Act of Parliament in 
180S] 

I His lordship’s name, and that of one who no longer 
bears it, arc can ed conspicuousl) on the Parthenon , abova:, 
m a part not far distant, arc the tom remnants of the basso- 
rclieios, destrojed m a ram attempt to remote them [On 
the Erechtheum there was dccplj cut in a plaster wall the 
words — 

“Quod non fecfruvt Goti, 

Hoc FECERUNT SCOTI 
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‘ Daughter of Tore 1 in Bntain’s injured name,^ 

A true-bom Bnton ma 3 ' the deed disclaim 

From not on England England owns him not 

Athena, no ! thy plunderer was a Scot 

Ask’st thou the difference ? From fair Phj les' towers 

Sun ej Boeoha , — Caledonia’s ours 13 ° 

And well I Imow withm that bastard land ^ 

Hath 'Uusdom’s goddess ne\ er held command , 

A barren soil, where Xature’s germs, conSned 
To stem stenhtj', can stmt the nund , 

■WTiose thistle rell betraj-s the niggard earth, 

Emblem of all to whom the Land gii es birth 
Each genial influence nurtured to resist 
A land of tneanihess, sophistry, and mist.'^ 

Each breeze from foggy moimt and marshy plain 
Dilutes with dnrel every drizzly bram, 14^^ 

Till, hurst at length, each wafry head o’erfloivs. 

Foul as their soil, and frigid as their snovs • 

Then thousand schemes of petulance and pnde 
Despatch her schenung children far and mde , 

Some East, some West, some — everywhere but North ' 
In quest of lawless gam, they issue forth 
And thus — accursed be the day and year ' 

She sent a Pict to play the felon here. 

1 fame — [J/S J 

u A land cf liars, mourUbarks, and ATist — {MS ] 

I “ Irish bastards,' according to Sir Callaghan O’Bral- 
laghan. [“A wdd Irish soldier in the Prussian Army,'’ m 
Macklin’s Love-d-la-^fode (first play ed December I3, 1/59) 1 
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Yet Caledonia claims some native worth,’ 

As dull Boeotia gave a Pindar birth , 150 

So may her few, the lettered and the brave. 

Bound to no chme, and victors of the grave. 

Shake off the sordid dust of such a land, 

And shme like children of a happier strand , 

As once, of yore, m some obnoxious place. 

Ten names (if found) had saved a -wTetched race ” 

“ hlortal 1 " the blue-eyed maid resumed, “ once more 
Bear back my mandate to thy native shore “ 

Though fallen, aks 1 this vengeance yet is mine, 

To turn my counsels far from lands like thme 160 
Hear then in silence Pallas’ stem behest , 

Hear and believe, for Time mil tell the rest 

“ Fust on the head of him vho did this deed 
Mj curse shall light, — on him and all his seed 
Wthout one spark of intellectual lire, 

Be all the sons as senseless as the sire 
If one mth mt the jiarcnt brood disgrace, 

Behei e him bastard of a bnghter race 
Still mth his hireling artists let him prate, 

1 [Lines 149-156 not in ongiml jJfS] 

2 [Compare Horao. tn London, ode w — 

“All who behold mj mutilated pile, 

Shall brand its ravages mth classic rage , 

And soon a titled bard from Bntam's isle 
Th> countrj-’s praise and suffrage shall engage, 

And fire mth Athens’ naaings an angn age 'j 

= II 


\OL. 1 
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And Folly’s praise repay for Wisdom’s bate , i/O 

Long of their Patron’s gusto let them tell, 

I^Tiose noblest, iiaiwe gusto is — to sell 

To sell, and make — ma)' shame record the day I — 

The State — Receiver of his pilfered prey 
hleantime, the flattenng, feeble dotard. West, 

Europe’s worst dauber, and poor Bntam’s best, 

TOth palsied hand shall turn each model o’er, 

And own himself an mfant of fourscore ^ 

Be all the Bruisers culled from all SL Giles’, 

That Art and Nature may compare their stj'les , '■ i8o 
I^Tule brawny brutes in stupid wonder stare, 

And marvel at his Lordship’s ‘ stone shop ’ there - 
Roimd the thronged gate shall sauntering coxcombs creep 
To lounge and lucubrate, to prate and peep, 

A^’hlle many a languid maid, with longmg sigh. 

On giant statues casts the curious e) e , 

The room -mth transient glance appears to skim, 

Yet marks the might}'- back and length of hmb , 

IMoums o’er the difference of wa/ and 

Exclaims, ‘ These Greeks mdeed were proper men ' ’ 190 


1 That An maj piamrc cld and mederr sty la — {MS 1 

1 Mr West, on seeing the “ Elgin Collecbon,” (I 
we shall hear of the “Abershan ’’ and “Jack Shephard 
collection) declared himself a “ mere tjTo ” m art JCompare 
Letters of Benjamin West to the Earl of Elgin, Fcbruarj 6, 
1809, March 20, 1811, published m W R. Hamilton’s 
Memorar,dum, iSli ] 

3 Poor Cnb iras sadl} puzzled when the marbles ivere 
first exhibited at Elgin House , he asked if it was not “ a 
stone shop ? ’" — He ivas nght , it rj a shop. 
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Draw's slight comparisons of these with iliosel- 

iVnd envies Lais all her Attic beaux 

"WTien shall a modem maid have swains like these ? " 

Alas ! Sir Harry is no Hercules 1 

And last of all, amidst the gaping crew, 

Some calm spectator, as he takes his view'. 

In silent mdignation mixed w'lth gnef. 

Admires the plunder, but abhors the thief 
Oh, loatlied in life, nor pardoned in the dust, 

May Hate pursue his sacrilegious lust ! 200 

Linked wath the fool that fired the Ephesian dome, 
Shall vengeance follow far beyond the tomb,* 

And Eratostratus * and Elgin shine 
In many a branding page and burning line , 

Alike reserved for aye to stand accursed. 

Perchance the second blacker than the first 

• 

“ So let him stand, through ages yet unborn, 

Fixed statue on the pedestal of Scorn , 

Though not for him alone revenge shall wait, 

But fits thy country for her coming fate 210 

Hers were tlie deeds that taught her lawless son 
To do what oft Britannia's self had done. 

I rAj comfansons — f/VJ ] 

n In seoth // e K) mph 'Ixeere no slight task to f loose 
Smeej oiing Sir Horsy, etc — (AA? ] 

1 ILines 202-265 arc not in the MS ] 

2 [Hcrostratusor Er.atostratus fired tht temple of jVrtcmis 
on the same night that Alexander the Great was bom (bee 
Tint , Alex etc )] 
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Look to the Baltic — biazmg from afar, 

Your old All} }cl mourns perfidious -unr ’ 

Not to such deeds did Pallas lend her aid, 

Or break the compact which herself iiad made. 
Far from such counseP, from the faithless field 
She fled — but left behind her Gorgon shield, 

A fatal gift that turned } our fnends to stone. 
And left lost Albion hated and alone. 


“ Look to the East,- where Ganges’ swarthy race 
Shall shake > our t}Tant empu-e to its base , 

1 [The affair of Copenhagen Copenhagen was bom- 
bard^ b} sea bj Admiral Lord Gambler (1756-1833)1 
and b) land bj General Lord Cathcart (1755-^843), Sep 
tember 2-8, 1S07. The citadel was given up to the English, 
and the Danes surrendered their fleet, tnth all the naval 
stores, and their arsenals and dockjards. The 
dition was “ pnorapth and secrctl) equipped ” In the Brihsh 
Government “with an actmt) 'and celent},’* sajs KoA 
{Hist of Cvrope, p 214), “ such as thej had never displa)ed 
in sending aid to their allies,’’ vnth a vaew to anticipate the 
seizure and appropnation of the Danish fleet by Napoleon 
and Alexander (Green’s Hist Ergltsh People (1S75), p 799) J 

2 [“ The East ” IS brought vnthin range of hlinena’s 
curse, syiJtmelna: caicsi, and it is hard to sa} to which 
“rebellion” she refers A choice lies between the mutiny 
which broke out in 1S09, during Sir George Barlow’s presi- 
denej of Madras, among the ofBccrs of the Compan/s service, 
and which at one time threatened the continuance of British 
swaj in India , and later troubles, m iSio, arising from the 
PmddrI hordes, who laid waste the villages of Central India 
and Hindostan, and from the Pathans, who invaded Berar 
under Ameer Khan. But here, as m Imes 245— 23S (ytde infra, 

P 470, no/c i), BjTon is taking toll of a note to Ep'cs of the 
Ton, pp 246, 247, which enlarges on the mutinj of native 
soldiers which took place at Vellore in 1806, where several 
“ European officers and a considerable portion of the 69th 
R^pment w ere massacred,” in consequence of “ an injudicious 
order with respect to the dress of the Sepov’S.” — Gleigs 
History of the British Empire in India (1835), in 233, 
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Lo ! there Rebellion rears her ghastly head, 
And glares the Nemesis of native dead , 

Till Indus rolls a deep purpureal flood, 

And claims his long arrear of northern blood 
So may ye pensh ' — Pallas, when she gave 
Your free-hom nghts, forbade ye to enslave 


“ Look on your Spam 1 — she clasps the hand she hates. 
But boldly clasps, and thrusts you from her gates 230 
Bear wntness, bnght Barossa ! ' thou canst tell 
AVliose were the sons that bravely fought and fell 


1 [The -Victor) of “bnght Barossa,” March 5, 1811, -was 
achicv ed b) the sudden determination — “ an inspiration 
rather than a resolution,” sajs Napier — of the Bntish com- 
twimder, Geweral Graham (Thomas, Lord Lyaodoch, 175 *^ 
1S43), to counter-march hts troops, and force the eminence 
known as the Cerro do Pucrco, or hill of Barosn, which had 
fallen into the hands of the French under Ruffin Graham 
was at this time second in command to the Spanish Captain- 
general, La Pena, and at his orders, but under the impression 
that the hill would be guarded by the Spanish troops, was 
making his war to a neighbouring height. Meantime La 
Pena had wathdrawai the corps of battle to a distance, and 
left the hill cov ered wath baggage and impcrfcctl) protected 
Graham recaptured Barosa, and repulsed the French wath 
beam loss, in an hour and a half Napier affirms that La 
Pefia “looked idh on, neither sending nis car-airy nor hts 
horse artillcrr to the assistance of his ally , ” and testifies 
“ that no stroke in aid of the British was struck by a Spanish 
sabre that day ” 

“Famine” mar hare raised the dcral in the English 
troops, but It pier ented them from followang up the, ractory 
A further charge against the Spaniards was that, after 
Barosa had been won, the English were left for hours with- 
out food, and, as they had marched through the night before 
they came into action^ they could only "look on while the 
French made good their retreat 

Two companies of the 20th Portuguese formed part of 
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But Lusitania, kind and dear all), 

Can spare a few to fight, and sometimes fl) 
Oh glonous field i by Famine fiercely non, 
The Gaul retires for once, and all is done > 
But nhen did Pallas teach, that one retreat 
Retneved three long Olympiads of defeat ? 


“ Look last at home — )e love not to look tlicrc 
On the gnm smile of comfortless despair 240 

Your city saddens loud though Revel houls, 

Here Famine faints, and )onder Rapine prowls. 

See all alike of more or less bereft , 

No misers tremble when there’s notliing left 
‘ Blest paper credit , ’ ’ who shall dare to sing? 

It clogs like lead Corruption’s weary inng 

the British contingent, and took part m the engagement 
The }cir before, at Busaco (September 27, iSio), the I’ortn- 
guese had displajed signal braver) , but at Geborn (Fcbnnrj 
19, iSii) “Madden’s Portuguese, regardless of his c.\ample 
and reproaches, shamefuU) turned their backs ” (Napier’". 
History 0/ ihe Pcmnsiilar Jfurr (iSgd), iii 26, 98, 102-107)] 

I “ Blest paper credit ' last and best suppi), 

That lends Corruption lighter wangs to fl) ” 

(POPF ) 

fin rebruata, iSii, a select committee of the House of 
Commons “on commcrci.al credit” recommended an adi-anec 
of £6,000,000 to manufacturers who were sulTcring from 
o\ er-spcculation “Did thej not know,” asked Lord Grcn- 
\illc, in the House of Lords, March 21, “that thej were 
adding to the mass of paper at tins moment in cMStcncc a 
sum of £6,000,000, as if there w-as not paper enough ahead) 
in the countn, m order to protect their commerce and 
manufactures from destruction * ” Neicrthclcss, the mc.asurc 
passe*d J he )car before (hebruar) 19, iSio), .a committee 
which had sat under the prcsidcnc) of Francis Homer, to 
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Yet Pallas plucVd each Premier by the ear, 
Wio Gods and men alike disdained to hear , 
But one, repentant o’er a bankrupt state, 


inquire into the cause of the high pnee of gold bullion (gold 
was north £,i, lor an ounce), returned (June lo) a report 
urging the resumption of cash payment at the end of tn o j cars 
It Ins been suggested to the editor that the astensks m 
line 25 1 (which arc not filled up in Lord Stanhope’s MS of 
The Curse oj Mmervd) stand for “ Homer,” and that Byron, 
nriting at Athens m March, 1811, was under the impression 
that Perceval nould adopt sound views on the currcnc> 
question, and was not aware that he was strongly anti- 
bullionist On that supposition the two premiers arc Port- 
land and Perceval, Homer is the Mentor, and Perceval 
(line 257) tlie “patrician clod” To what extent Bjron ivas 
au courant wth home politics when he wrote the lines, it is 
impossible to say, and wathout such knowledge some doubt 
must rest on an) interpretation of the passage But of its 
genesis there is no doubt Lady Ann Hamilton, in her 
estimate of Lord Hcniy Pelt), in Eptes of the Ton (p 139), 
has something to say on budget “ figures ” — 

“ Those imps iihich make the senses reel, and zounds ' 
Mistake a cypher for a thousand pounds , ” 

and her notc-uaatcr comments thus “It somewhat hurts the 
feelings to sec a minister stand up in his place, and after a 
very pretty exordium to the budget, take up a bundle of papers 
from the table, gaze at the incomprehensible calculations 
before him, stammer out a few confused numbers, and then, 
wath a rueful face, look o\cr his shoulder to V — ns — rt for 
assistance How often ha\c 1 grieved lo sec unhappv 
A — d — g — n m this lamentable predicament ! ” Again, on 
Thellusson being raised to the peerage as Lord Rcndlcsham, 
she asks — 

“ Sa), shall we bend to titles thus bestowed. 

And like the Egyptians, hail the calf a god ? 

With toads, asps, onions, ornament the shrine. 

And reptiles own and pot-herbs things div me ? ” 

It IS evident that Byron, uninspired by Pallas, turned to the 
hptes 0/ the Ton for “ copy but whether ho left a blank on 
purpose because “Vansiltart” (to whom Perceval did turn) 
would not scan, or, misled by old newspapers, would have 
written " Homer,” must remain a mystery ] 
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Vain IS each voice where tones could once command j 
E’en factions cease to charm a factious land 
Yet jamng sects convulse a sister Isle, 

And hght with maddening hands the mutual pile 

“ 'Tis done, ’tis past — since Pallas warns m vam , 
The Funes seize her abdicated reign 280 

AVide o’er the realm they vrave their kindlmg brands, 
And wring her vitals wth their fiery hands 
But one convulsive struggle still remams,*- 
And Gaul shall weep ere Albion near her chams, 

The bannered pomp of war, the ghttenng files,'' 

O’er whose gay trappings stem Bellona smiles , 

The brazen trump, the spmt-stimng drum, 

That bid the foe defiance ere they come , 

'Phe hero boundmg at his countr>’’s call, 

The glonous death that consecrates his fall, 290 

Swell the joung heart wnth visionaiy' charms. 

And bid it antedate the joys of arras 
But know, a lesson you may jet be taught, 

A\lth death alone arc laurels cheaply bought , 

Not m the conflict Haioc seeks delight. 

His daj of mere) is the day of fight 

But when the field is fought, the battle w on, 

Though drenched with gore, his woes are but begun 

I Fallm js ccch de^ir fr'crd eti Pempi Cc<isi 
Or Itapird U add }vii to the eoerld j cu lost — [jlAS' ] 

n the giitler-ri^ fdt 

7iu martin! scunos that anmete the ~LhiU — [jl/S ] 
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His deeper deeds as yet 36 know b) name , 

The slaughtered peasant and the ravished dame, 
The nfled mansion and the foe-reaped field, 

111 smt mth souls at home, imtaught to yield. 
Sa) with what eye along the distant down 
Would fl5Tng burghers mark the blaang town ’ 
How new the column of ascendmg flames 
Shake his red shadon o’er the startled Thames ^ 
Ha} , frown not, Albion * for the torch was thme 
That lit such p3Tes from Tagus to the Rhme . 
How should they burst on thy devoted coast, 
Go, ask thy bosom who deserves them most^ 
The law of Heaven and Earth is life for hfe, 
And she who raised, m lain rt^ets, the stnfe.' 


INTRODUCTION TO THE WALTZ 


B\ro\ spent the autumn of 1812 “ b> the ■waters of Chelten- 
ham," and, besides \vnting to order his Song of Drur} Latte 
(the address spoken at the opening of the theatre, Oct. 10, 
1812), he put in hand a Satire on Waltzing It was pub- 
lished anonymously in the following spnng, but, possiblj, 
because it was somewhat cooll) receitcd, he told Murraj 
(April 21, 1813) “to contradict the report that he was the 
author of a certain malicious publication on waltzing” In 
his memoranda “ chief!) wath reference to m) B)ron,'’ Moore 
notes “B) ton’s hatred of waltzing,” and records a passage 
of arms between “the lame bo) ” and Mar) Chaworth, 
which arose from her “dancing with some person who was 
unknown to her" Then, and alwa)^, he must ha\c experi- 
enced the bitter sense of c.\clusion from actii c amusements , 
but It IS a hast) assumption that B)Ton onl) denounced 
waltzing because he was unable to waltz himself To 
modem sentiment, on the moral side, waltzing is unassail- 
able , but the first impressions of spectators, to whom it was 
a novcll), were distinctl) unfaaourablc. 

In a letter from German) (Ma) 17, 1799) Coleridge 
desenbes a dance round the ina)'polc at Rubeland “ The 
dances w ere reels and the waltzes, but chicfl) the latter , 
this dance is in the higher circles sufiicientl) soluptuous, 
but here the motions of it were far more faithful interpreters 
of the passions" A )car later, H C Robinson, wnting 
from Frankfort in 1800 {Diary ard Letters, i 76), sa)<>, 
“The dancing is unlike an) thing )ou ctersaw "^ou must 
ha\a; heard of it under the name of w altzing, that is rolling 
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and turning, though the rolling is not horizontal but perpen- 
dicular Yet Werther, after descnbing his first waltz with 
Charlotte, says, and I saj'so too, ‘ I felt that if I nere mamed , 
my wife should ivaltz (or roll) with no one but mjself’” Ten 
years later, Gillray publishes a caricature of the waltz, as 
a French dance, which he styles, “ Le bon Genre.” It is 
not a pretty' picture By' degrees, however, and with some 
reluctance, society y'lelded to the fascmations of the stranger 

My cousm Hartington,” writes Lady' Carohne Lamb, in 
iSi2 (Memoirs of Viscount Melbourne, by W T M'CuU^h 
Torrens, i 105), “wanted to have waltzes and quadrilles, 
and at Devonshire House it could not be allowed, so we 
had them m the great drawing-room at Whitehall All the 
bon ton assembled there continually There was nothing 
so fashionable ” 

“ No event,” says Thomas Raikes (Personal Remtinsccnces, 

P 284), ever produced so great a sensation in English society 
as the introduction of the German waltz Old and young 
returned to school, and the mornings were now absorbed at 
home in practising the figures of a French quadnlle orwhirl- 
mg a chair round the room to learn the step and measure 
of the German waltz. The anti-waltzing party took the 
alarm, cried it doivn , mothers forbad it, and e\ ery ball- 
room became a scene of feud and contention. The foreigners 
were not idle in forming them ^Ih/es^ Baron Tnpp, Neu- 
mann, St, Aldegonde, etc., persevered in spite of all pre- 
judices which were marshalled against them It ivas not, 
however, till Byron’s “malicious pubhcation” had been 
issued and forgotten that the new dance received full re- 
cogmtion “ When,” Raikes concludes, “ the Emperor 
Alexander ivas seen waltzmg round the room at Almack’s 
with his tight uniform and numerous decorations,” or fGronow, 
Recollecitons, i860, pp 32, 33] « Lord Palmerston might have 
been seen descnbing an infinite number of circles with 
Madame de Lieven,” insular prejudices gave way, and 
ivaltzing became general 
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TO THE PUBLISHER 


Sir, 

I am a countrj’ Gentleman of a midland county. I 
might haie been a Parliament-man for a certain borough , 
ha^mg had tlie offer of as many votes as General T 
at the general election in 1812 ' But I was all for 
domestic happmess, as, fifteen years ago, on a visit to 
London, I mamed a middle-aged Maid of Honour We 
lived happily at Homem Hall till last Season, when my 
wife and I Mere mvited by the Countess of Waltzauay (a 
distant relation of my Spouse) to pass the mnter m town 
Thmking no harm, and our Girls bemg come to a 
mamageable (or, as they call it, markdable) age, and 
hanng besides a Chancery suit imeterately entailed upon 
the family estate, mc came up m our old chariot, — of 
which, by the bye, my mfe grew so ashamed m less than 
a week, that I was obliged to buy a second-hand barouche, 
of which I might mount the box, hits H says, if I could 
dnv e, but nev er see the mside — that place being rescn cd 

I State of the poll (last day) ; [General Tarlcton (1734- 
1833) contested Liverpool in October, 1S12 Kor three days 
the poll stood at five, and on the last day, eleven Cannini; 
and Gascoigne vverc the successful candidates.] 
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for the Honourable Augustus Tiptoe, her parlner-generel 
and Opera-knight Hearing great praises of Mrs. H's^ 
dancing (she n-as famous for birlhnight mmnets in the 
latter end of the last century), I unbooted, and xrent to a 
ball at the Countess’s, exjiecting to see a countr}’’ dance, 
or, at raost. Cotillons, reels, and all the old paces to the 
newest tunes But, judge of mj surpnse, on arnving, to 
see poor dear Mrs Homem mth her arms half round the 
loins of a huge hussar-Iookmg gentleman I never set ejes 
on before , and his, to say truth, rather more than half 

round her waist, tummg round, and round, to a d 

see-saw up-and-down sort of tune, that reminded me of 
the “ Black Joke,” only more “ affeiiueso ^’ ' bll it made me 
quite giddy wnth wondering they were not so By and by 
they stopped a bit, and I thought they would sit or fall 
down , but no , with hirs H ’s hand on his shoulder, 
Qtiam fainiliantcr - (as Terence said, when I was at 
school,) they walked about a mmute, and then at it again, 
like two cock-chafers spitted on the same bodkin. I 
asked what all this meant, when, with a loud laugh, a 
child no older than our Wilhelmma (a name I never 
heard but m the Vicar of Wakcfeld, though her mother 

I More expressive. — [MS] 

2. My Latin is all forgotten, if a man be said to have 
forgotten what he nei er remembered , but I bought roy title- 
page motto of a Catholic pnest for a three-shiUing bank 
token, after much haggling for the ez/cn sixpence I grudged 
the mtmey to a papist, bemg all for the memon of Perceval 
and No popery, and quite regretting the doivnfaU of the 
pope, because we can’t burn him any more — [Reuse No - ^ 
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would call her after the Pnncess of Srappenhach,) said, 
“L — d' Mr Homem, can't you see they’re i-altzing?” 
or 'U'altzing (I forget uhich), and then up she got, and 
her mother and sister, and ai\ay they went, and round- 
ahouted it till supper-tune Now that I know what it is, I 
hke it of all things, and so does Mrs H (though I have 
broken my shins, and four times overturned Mrs 
Homem’s maid, m practising the prelimmary steps in a 
morning) Indeed, so much do I like it, that havmg a 
turn for rhyme, tastily displayed in some election ballads, 
and songs in honour of alt the victoncs (but till lately I 
have bad little practice in that way), I sat down, and with 
the aid of AMlham Fitzgerald, Esq , and a few hints from 
Dr Busby, (whose recitations I attend, and am monstrous 
fond of Master Busby’s manner of dehvenng his father’s 
late successful “ Drury Lane Address,") ^ I composed the 
following hyTon, wherewitlial to make my sentiments 
knoivn to the Public, whom, nei ertheless, I heartily 
despise, as well as the critics 

I am, Sir, yours, etc , etc. 

HORACE HORNEM 


I \Sqc Rejected Addresses'^ 
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Muse of the many-twinklmg feet I ' whose charms 
Are now extended up from legs to arras , 

Terpsichore 1 — too long misdeemed a maid — 
Reproachful term — bestowed but to upbraid — 
Henceforth m all the bronze of bnghtness shine, '• 

1 he least a Vestal of the Vugin Nine 

Far be from thee and thme the name of Prude 

Mocked yet tnumphantj sneered at, unsubdued , 

Thy legs must move to conquer as they 11} , 

If but thy coats are reasonably high ' lo 

Thy breast — if bare*enough — requires no shield , 

Dance forth — sans armour thou slialt take the field 
And ovm — impregnable to most assaults, ' 

Tliy not too lawfully begotten “ IValtz ” 

Hail, nimble Nymph ! to whom the young hussar, - 
The whiskered sotar} of Waltz and War, 

I Hfjtctfor'h -Mth due uuhlus^tn^ tn^h'ness shine — [1/S 1/] 

1 “ GHncc their man) twanUmg feet’’ — G ra\. 

2 [Lines 15-2S do not appear in the MS, hut ten lines 
(omitting lines 21-24) "ere inserted m Proof No i ] 
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His night devotes, despite of spur and boots, 

A sight unmatched since Orpheus and his brutes 
Hail, spmt-stirring "Waltz 1 — beneatli -whose banners 
A modem hero fought for modish manners, "o 

On Hounslow’s heath to nval Wellcslej'’s ^ fame, 

I To n\ al Lord Wcllcslc>‘’s, or his nephew-’s, as the reader 
pleases — the one gamed a pretty woman, whom he deserved, 
by fighting for , and the other has been fighting in the 
Peninsula manj a long da3, “by Shrewsbury clock,’’ without 
gainmg anything in that countty but the title of “ the Great 
Lord," and “ the Lord , ” w’hich sav ours of profanation, 
having been hitherto applied only to that Being to whom 
“ Tc IDcimis” for carnage are the rankest blasphemy — It is 
to be presumed the general vnll one day return to his Sabme 
farm there 

“To tame the genius of the stubborn plam, 

Almost as quickly as he conquer’d Spain ! ” 

The Lord Peterborough conquered continents m a summer , 
wc do more — wc contnvc both to conquer and lose them in 
a shorter season If the “great Lord’s” Ctuctituaiian pro- 
gress m agriculture be no speedier than the proportional 
av erage of time in Pope’s couplet, it wolJ, according to the 
famiii’s proverb, be “ploughing with dogs ” 

By the bye — one of this lUustnous person’s new titles is 
forgotten — It is, however, worth remembenng — '' Salvadoi 
del inundo ocdtic, posters ' If this be the appellation 
annexed by the inhabitants of the Peninsula to the name of 
a man who has not yet saved them — query — are they worth 
sa-vmg, even in this world? for, according to the mildest 
modifications of any' Christian creed, those three words make 
the odds much against them m the next — “ Saviour of the 
world,” quotha 1 — it were to be washed that he, or any one 
else, could save a comer of it — his country Yet this stupid 
misnomer, although it shows the near connection betiveen 
superstition and impiety, so far has its use, that it proves 
there can be little to dread from those Catholics (inquisitonal 
Catholics too) who can confer such an appellation on a Pro- 
testant I suppose next year he will be entitled the “ Virgm 
Mary,” if so, Lord George Gordon himself would have 
nothing to object to such liberal bastards of our Lady of 
Babylon 

[William Pole-WeUesley (1785^-1857), afterwards fourth 
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Cocked, fired, and missed his man — ^but gamed his aim , 
Hail, movmg muse ! to whom the fair one’s breast 
Gives all it can, and bids us take the rest 
Oh 1 for the flow of Busby,^ or of Fitz, 

The latter’s lo}alty, the former’s vats. 

Lord Momington, a nephew of the great Duke of Wellington, 
mamcd, m March, 1812, Catharine, daughter and heiress of 
Sir Tjlney Long, Bart. On his mamage he added his mfe’s 
double surname to his own, and, therebj, gave the mts their 
chance. In Rejected Addresses Fitzgerald is made to 
exclaim — 

“ Bless e\ erj man possess’d of aught to give. 

Long may Long-Tilncy-Welleslc> -Long-Pole live ” 

The pnncipals m the duel to nhich BjTon alludes were 
Welleslej-Pole and Lord Kihvorth The occasion of the 
quarrel was a misconception of some e.'ipression of Pole’s at 
an assembly at Lady Hanarden’s (August 6, 1811) A 
meeting took place on Wimbledon Common (AuCTst 9), at 
which the seconds intervened, and cv eiything was “amicablj 
adjusted ” Some dajs later a letter appearSi in the Morn- 
ing Post (August 14, 1811), signed “ Kilvnirth,” to the effect 
that an apologj had been oflered and accepted. This led 
to a second meeting on Hounslow Heath (August 15) when 
shots were axchanged Again the seconds intcrv ened, and, 
after more explanations, matters were finallv arranged A 
yew which appeared m Msg Morning Chronicle 

16, iSiiJ connects the “mortal fracas” wafh Pole’s prowess 
in waltzing at a fHc at Wanstead House, near Hacknej, 
where, when the heiress had been wooed and won, his guests 
used to dme at midnight after the opera 

“ Mid the tumult of waltzing and wild Irish reels, 

A pnme dancer, I’m sure to get at her — 

And b> Love’s graceful movements to tnp up her heels, 

Is the Long and the short of the matter ’’J 

1 [Thomas Busb), Mus. Doc. (1735-1838), musical com- 
poser, and author of W Nc~u and Comptete Mustccil Dictionary , 
iSoi, etc. He was also a versifier As carlj as 1785 he 
published The A i;c of Genius, A Sat. re ^ and, after he had 
ceased to compose music for the stage, brought out a trans- 
lation of Lucretius, which had long been in MS His ^ 
“ rejected address” on the reopening of Drurj Lane Theatre, 
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To “ energise the object 1 pursue,' 

\nd give both jReltnl and ins Dance their due ' - 


Impcnal Walt? ! imported from the Rhine 
(Famed for the growth of pedigrees and wine) 3 ° 
Long be thine import from all duty free, 

And Hock itself be less esteemed tlian thee. 

In some few qualities alike — for Hock 
Improves our cellar — ///err our living stock 
The head to Hock belongs — thj subtler art 
IntoMcates alone the heedless heart 
Through the full veins thy gentler poison svnms, 

?\nd wakes to IVantonness the willing limbs 


Oh, Germany < how much to thee w e ow e 
‘Vs heaven-bom Pitt can testifj below, 4° 

Ere cursed Confederation made thee France’s, 

And only left us th} d — d debts and dances ' ' 

Of subsidies and Hanover bereft. 

We bless thee still — for George the Third is left ’ 

I ylui/ 'I'eaze a ccuplet 'i-ortf-} them and yoti — \PrccJ J 

would have been recited b> his son (October 15), but the 
gallerj refused to hear it out On the ne\t night (October 16) 
^‘Master” Busbj vvas more successful BjTon’s parodj of 
Busbys address, which begm vnth the line, “ VVmen ener- 
gising objects men pursue,” is headed, “ Parenthetical 
Address By Dr Plag^arj ”] 

I [The Confederation of the Rhine (1803-1S13), hy which 
the courts of Wurtemberg and Bavana, together inth some 
^ lesser pnncipalities, detached themselv es from the Germanic 
Bod}, and accepted the immediate protection of France] 
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Of kings the best — and last, not least m worth, 

For graciously begetting George the Fourth 
To Germany, and Highnesses serene, 

Who owe us milhons — don’t we owe the Queen? 

To Germany, what owe w'e not besides? 

So oft bestowing Brunswickers and bndes , 50 

WTio paid for vulgar, with her royal blood, 

Drawn from the stem of each Teutonic stud 
llTio sent us — so be pardoned all her faults — 

A dozen dukes, some kings, a Queen — and Waltz 


But peace to her — her Emperor and Diet, 
Though now transferred to Buonapartb’s “ fiat ' ” 
Back to my theme — 0 muse of Motion ' saj , 
How first to Albion found thj Waltz her way? 


Borne on the breath of Hjiierborean gales, 

From Hamburg’s port (while Hamburg yet had math), 
Ere >et unlucky Fame — compelled to creep 61 

To snowy Gottcnburg — was chilled to sleep. 

Or, starting from her slumbers, deigned arise, 
Heligoland ! to stock th> mart inth lies , *■ 

\Mule unbumt Moscow ^ jet had news to send. 

Nor owed her fieiy E\it to a friend, 

1 T\< r-itic Heh^Jand the mart fi r lies — [.IAS" M J 

I The patriotic arson of our amnblc allies cannot be 
<rufhCTcntlj commended — nor subscribed for Amongst other 
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She came — ^^Valt/ came — ^and with her certain sets 
Of true despatches, and as true Gazettes , 


details omitted m the lanous* despatches of our clotiucnt 
ambassador, he did not state ^cing too much occupied mth 

the exploits of Colonel C , in swimming m ers froren, and 

galloping over roads impassable,) that one entire pronnee 
penshed bj famine m the most mclanchol) manner, as 
follows — In General Rostonchm’s consummate conllagn- 
tion, the consumption of tallow and tram oil was so great, 
that the market ivas inadequate to the demand and thus 
one hundred and thirtj -three thousand persons were slancd 
to death, b) being reduced to wholesome diet! the hnip- 
lighters of London haee since subscribed a pint (of oil) a 
piece, and the tallow-chandlers ha\c unanimous!) voted a 
quantit)' of best moulds (four to the pound), to the relief of 
the suniving Scjlliians , — the scarcitj wall soon, bj such 
exertions, and a proper attention to the qtialsly rather than 
the quanlit) of provision, be totallj alleviated It is said, in 
return, that the untoucheal Ukraine has subscribed sist) 
thousand beeves for a vlaj^s meal to our suffenng manu- 
facturers 

[Hamburg fell to Napoleon’s forces m iSio, and thenec- 
fonvard the mails from the north of Lurope were despatchcvl 
from Anholt, or Gothenberg, or Heligoland In i8tt an 
attempt to enforce the conscription resiihccl m the e'murration 
of numbers of joung men of suitable age for militarv sen ice 
The unfortunate cit) was deprived of mails and male's at 
the same time Heligoland, which was taken b) the IJritish 
in 1S07, and turned into a de‘p6t for the importatum of 
smuggled goods to French temtor), afforded a meeting 
place for IJntish and continental traders Mails from Heli- 
goland detailed rumours of what was t.al mg place i! the 
centres of war , but the newspapers occasional!) ihn v dmibis 
on the tnfonnaiion obtained from this source Lord_^Calb- 
c irt's despatch, d tied November 73, appeared in the 
December 16 uSi: The paragraph which appealed to 
Il)ron’'i sense of hnmoiir is as follow , " Fhe esp-’ditioti <‘f 
Colonel Clicrnichtf (r/rj [th. C-ars aide-dt -c inipj wr* a 
continued and cs'raordm.ar) exertion, he having inarehed 
•■evtn hundred wets’s frr,) m iivr d.avs and a.vatn severil 
nvirs '"j 



THE WALTZ 


489 


Then flamed of Austerhtz the blest despatch,^ 

Which Momiair nor Morning Post can match 70 
And — almost crushed beneath the glonous neTO — 

Ten plays, and forty tales of Kotzebue’s , - 
One envoy’s letters, slx composer’s airs, 

And loads from Frankfort and from Leipsic fairs , 
Memers’ four volumes upon Womankmd,^ 

Like Lapland witches to ensure a wind , 


1 [Austerhtz was fought on Dec 2, 1805 On Dec 20 
the Morning Chi oniclc published a communication from a 
correspondent, ginng the substance of Napoleon’s “ Pro- 
clamation to the Amy,” issued on the evening after the 
battle, nhich had reached Boumenne, the French minister 
at Hamburg “ An armi ran the proclamation, “ of 100,000 
men, which n as commanded by the Emperors of Russia and 
Austria, has been m less than four hours either cut off or 
dispersed ” It was an official note of this “ blest despatch,” 
fomarded by eouncr to Bath, which brought ’^thc hcai'j 
nows” to Pitt, and, it is beheied, hastened his death ] 

2 [August Frederick Ferdinand! on Kotzebue (1761-1819), 
whom Coleridge appraised as " the German Beaumont and 
Fletcher wnthoul their poetic powers,” and Carljle as “a 
bundle of dyed rags,” wTOte 0!cr a hundred plajs, publishing 
twent> wnthin a few jears 

An adaptation of Misanthropy and Repentance as The 
Stranger, Sheridan’s PteatTO, and Lewas’ Castle Spicire are 
well-known instances of his powerful influence on English 
dramatists “ flic Present,” writes Sara Coleridge, in a note 
to one of her father’s letters, “wall c!cr ha\e her special 
votancs m the world of letters, who collect into their focus, 
b> a kind of burning-glass, the feelings of the da) Amongst 
such Kotzebue holds a high rank. Those ‘died rags’ of 
his once formed gorgeous banners, and flaunted in the cj cs 
of refined companies from London to Madnd, from Pans to 
Moscow ” — Colendgc's Btographta Lsteraria (1847), 11 227 ] 

3 [A translation of Chnslopher Mcmer's History of the 
Pemalc Sex, in four \olumcs, was published in London m 
1 80S Lapland wazards, not watches, were said to raise 
storms b) knotting pieces of stnng, which the\ exposed to 
the wand J 



490 


THl. WALIZ 


Brmick’s hea\aest tome for ballast,^ and, to back it. 

Of He}Tib,^ such as should not sink the packet '■ 

Fraught rnth this cargo — and her fauest freJght, 
Delightful Waltz, on tiptoe for a Mate, 

The welcome vessel reached the genial strand, 

And round her flocked the daughters of the land 
Not decent David, ivhen, before the ark. 

His grand Pas-seul excited some remark , 

Not love-lorn Quixote, when his Sancho thought 
The kmghfls Fandango friskier than it ought , 

Not soft Herodias, w'hen, with winmng tread, 

Her tumble feet danced off another’s head , 

Not Cleopatra on her Galley’s Deck, 

Displayed so much of leg or more of iiecl, 9° 

Than Thou, ambrosial Waltz, when first the Moon 
Beheld thee twirling to a Saxon tune 1 


To You, ye husbands of ten years ! whose brows 
Ache with the annual tnbutes of a spouse , 

To you of nine years less, who only bear 


1 As much of JTeyrte as should twt sinJt t/ie packet — [J/S h/] 

I [Richard Franz Philippe Bnmck (1729-1803) His 
editions of the Anthologta Graca, and of the Greek dramatists 
are among his best imowii works. Compare Sbendans 
doggerel — 

“ Huge leaves of that great commentator, old Brunck, 
Perhaps is the paper that lined my poor Trunk ”] 

3 [Christian Gottlob Hejme (1729-1812) published editions 
of Virgil (1767-1775), Pindar {1773), and Opusciila Aui- 
demica, in six vols (1785-1812) ] 
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The budding sprouts of those that jou shall near, 

^^^th added ornaments around them rolled 
Of natiie brass, or lair-auarded gold, 

To You, je Matrons, e\er on the vratch 

To mar a son’s, or make a daughter’s match , 100 

To You, )e children of — ^uhom chance accords — 

Always the Ladies, and somefimts their Lords 

To You, je smgle gentlemen, who seek 

Torments for hfe, or pleasures for a week , 

As Love or HjTiien jour endeavours guide, 

To gam jour own, or snatch another’s bnde , — 

To one and all the lovelj Stranger came, 

And everj Ball-room echoes with her name 

Endearing Waltz ' — to thj- more mellmg tune 
Bow Insh Jig, and ancient Rigadoon ’ 110 

Scotch reels, avaunt I and Countrj -dance forego 
Your future cbims to each fantastic toe ' 

Waltz — ^Waltz alone — ^both legs and arms demands. 
Liberal of feet, and lavish of her hands , 

Hands nhich raaj freelj range in public sight 
YLiere ne’er before — but — praj “ put out the hght ” 
Methinks the glare of j ondcr chandelier 
Shines much too far — or I am much too near , 

And true, though strange — Waltz whispers this remark, 
“ Mj slipperj steps arc safest in tlie dark ' ’ lao 


1 [A InxK dance for one couple, charactcrued bj a pccu 
bar jumping step U probabb ongmated in rrovcncc J 
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But here the 2 lluse -mth due decorum halts, 
And lends her longest petticoat to “ Waltz " 


Observant Travellers of everj'^ tune ' 

Ye Quartos published upon every dune ' 

O say, shall dull Romaikds heavy round, 

Fandango's wnggle, or Bolero's boimd. 

Can Eg)'ptfs Almas'^ — tantahsmg group — 

Columbia’s caperers to the warhlce AMioop — 

Can aught from cold Kamschatka to Cape Horn 
Bhth Waltz compare, or after Waltz be bom ? 13° 

Ah, no > from Moner's pages down to Galt’s,^ 

Each tounst pens a paragraph for “ Waltz " 


Shades of those Belles -whose reign began of j'ore, 
inth George the Thurd’s — and ended long before ' — 
Though m jour daughters’ daughters jet you thme,'- 
Burst from your lead, and be j ourselves aliv e ' 

Back to the Ball-room speed your spectred host, 

Fool’s Paradise is dull to that you losL“- 

j \V7n tn ) our dau^hUri daugilrrj) rt survive 

Ls V Banquds spirit be jvurselves alive — [ilAf AT } 

II Elysium's til exelMit^eJ for that} ou lost — [ATS AT.} 

I Dancing girls — ^who do for hire what Waltz doth gratis 
[The Romaika is a modem Greek dance, charactenzed by 
serpentimng figures and handkerchief-throMring among the 
dancers The Fandango (Spaniards use the word ‘ segui- 
ditla "I was of Moonsh origin The Bolero was brought from 
Prov ence, circ 17S0 *' The Bolero mto-acates, the Fandango 

inflames {Ftsl 0/ Danc.ng, bj G jruiUicr-Heinemann, 
189S)] 

a [For Moner, see note to Ime an. Galt has a para- 
graph desenptive of the naltzing Demshes (FopageS ard 
Travels (iSia), p 190) J 
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No treacherous poAvder bids Conjecture quake, 

No stiff-starched stays make meddling fingers ache 140 
(Transferred to those ambiguous thmgs that ape 
Goats m their visage,^ women m their shape ,) 

No damsel faints when rather closel> pressed, 

But more caressing seems when most caressed, 
Superfluous Hartshorn, and revivmg Salts, 

Both banished by the sovereign cordial “ Waltz ” 

I A'a stijf-stanhcd sta\ s make meJdlm^ lovers ache — [ilAV M ] 

I It cannot be complained now, as in the Ladj Baussi5rc's 
time, of the “ Sicur de la Croiv,” that there be “ no w hiskers , ” 
but how far these are indications of valour in the field, or 
elsewhere, maj still be questionable. Much ma> be, and 
hath been,* avouched on both sides In the olden time 
philosophers had whiskers, and soldiers none — Scipio himself 
w as sha\ en— Hannibal thought his one ej c handsome enough 
without a beard, but Adrian, the emperor, wore a beard 
(having warts on his chin, which neither the Empress Sabina 
nor even the courtiers could abide) — ^Turenne had whiskers, 
Marlborough none — Buonaparte is tmvvhiskcred. the Regent 
whiskered, "■ crgal" greatness of mind and whiskers may 
or maj not go together , but certamlj the different occur- 
rences, since the growth of the last mentioned, go further m 
behalf of whiskers than the anathema of Anselm did against 
long hair in the reign of Henry I — Formerly, rrn' was a 
favourite colour See Lodowack Barrey’s comedy of Ran 
Alley 1661 , Act I Scene i 

“ Tajftla Now for a wager — ^What coloured beard comes 
next by the vnndow ? 

"■ Adnana, A black man’s, I think. 

“ Ta^cta I think not so • I think a red, for that is most 
in fashion ” 

There is “nothing new under the svm ” but red, then a 
favourite, has now subsided into a ferjountds colour [This 
IS, doubtless, an allusion to Lord Yarmouth, whose fiery 
whiskers gamed him the nickname of “ Red Hemngs ”] 


* The paragraph “Much may be” down to “reign of 
Henry 1 was added in Revasc 1 , and the remamder of the 
note m Revise — 
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Seductive Waltz ' — though on thy native shore 
Even Werter’s self proclaimed thee half a whore 
Werter — ^to decent vnce though much inclined, 

Yet warm, not wanton, dazzled, but not bluid — 150 

Though gentle Genlis,^ in her stnfe vnth Stael, 

Would even proscnbe thee from a Pans ball , 

The fashion hails — from Countesses to Queens, 

And maids and valets waltz behind the scents , 
l\'ide and more wade thy watching circle spreads. 

And turns — if nothing else — ^at least our //zmfr , 

TOth thee ev'en clunis) ats attempt to bounce, 

And cochney’s practise what they can’t pronounce 
Gods ' how the glonous theme my strain exalts. 

And Rhyme finds partner Rhyme in praise of “Waltz'” 

1 [Madame Genlis (Stephanie Fdlicud Ducrest, Mar- 
quise dc Siller}), commenting on the waltz, writes, “As a 
foreigner, I shall not take the liberty to censure this kind 
of dance , but this 1 can say, that it appears intolerable to 
German wnters of superior merits who are not accused of 
sevent) of manners,” and b} wa) of example instances 
M Jacobi, who affirms that “ Werther {honours of Wathcr, 
Letter ix.), the lover of Charlotte, swears that, were he to 
pensh for it, never should a girl forvvhom he entertained anv 
affi-ction, and on whom he had honourable views, dance 
the waltz wath an} other man besides himself ” — Select tom 
front the Works of Madavte de Genlts (1S06), p 65 

Compare, too, “Faulkland” on countr} -dances in The 
Rivals, act ii sc i, “ Countr} -dances ! jigs and reels ’ A 
minuet I could have forgiven Zounds' had she made 
one in a cotillon — I believe I could have forgiven cvxn that — 
but to be monkcj-Ied for a night ' to run the gauntlet through 
a string of amorous palming puppies Oh, Jack, there 
never can be but one man in the vvorld whom a trul} modest 
and dencalc woman ought to pair with in a coiintra dance , 
and even then the rest of the coujilcs should be her great- 
<t uncles and aunts ' "] 
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Blest was the time Waltz chose for her dehit I i6i 
The Court, the Regent, like herself were new , '■ 


1 An anachronism— Waltz and the battle of Austerlitz are 
before said to have opened the ball together , the bard means 
(if he means anjthmg), Waltz was not so much m vogue till 
the Regent attained the acmd of his populanty Waltz, the 
comet, whiskers, and the new government, illummated heaven 
and earth, m all theu: glory, much about the same time of 
these the comet only has disappeared , the other three con- 
tinue to astomsh us still — Prtnieds Devil 
[As the Printer's De-vil intimates, the various novelties 
of the age of “Waltz” are somewhat loosely enumerated 
The Comet, which signaUzed i8ii, the year of the restneted 
Regency, had disappeared before the Pnnee and his satel- 
lites burst into fiill blaze in 1812 It -was (see Historical 
Record ^ the Life Guards, 1835, p 177) m 1812 that the 
Pnnee Regent commanded the following alterations to be 
made in the equipments of the regiment of Life Guards 
“ Cocked hats mth feathers to be discontinued, and brass 
helmets with black horsehair crests substituted Long coats, 
tnmraed wth gold lace across the front Shuts and cuffs to 
be replaced by short coatees," etc., etc In the same branch 
of the scnacc, whiskers iverc already m \ogue. The “new 
laws” were those embodied in the “ Frame-work Bill,”which 
Byron denounced in his speech in the House of Lords, Feb 
27, 1812 Formerly the breaking of frames had been treated 
“ as a minor felony, putushablc by transportation for fourteen 
years,” and the object of the bill was to make such offences 
capitak The bill passed into law on March 5, and as a 
result we read {Annual Register, 1812, pp 38, 39) that on 
May 24 a special commission for the noters of Cheshire was 
opened by Judge Dallas at Chester “ His lordship passed 
the aivful sentence of death upon sixteen, and in a most 
imprcssioned address, held out not the smallest hope of 
mercy ” Of these fi\c onlyv.cxfi hanged 

Owang to the sc-arcity of sihcr coinage, the Bank of 
England was empowered to issue bank-tokens for vanous 
sums (Mr Homcm bought his motto for The Waltz with a 
thrcc-shilling bank-token , sec noU to Preface) which came 
into circulauon on July 9, 1811 The “new nincpences” 
which were said to be forthcoming ne\er passed into circu- 
lation at all A single “pattern" com (on the obi-ersc 
Bank Token, Ninepence, iSta) is presen ed in the Bntisli 
Museum (sec pn\-atcly printed Catalogue, by W Boyaic 
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Nen face for fnends, for foes some new rewards , 

New ornaments for black — ^and royal Guards/ 

New laws to hang the rogues that roared for breads 
New corns (most new) ^ to follow those that fled , 

New victories — nor can we prize them less, 

Though Jenky ^ wonders at his own success , 

New wars, because the old succeed so well, 

That most survivors envy those who fell, 170 

New mistresses — no, old — ^and yet ’tis true. 

Though they be old, the tliitig is somethmg new , 

Each new, quite new — (except some ancient tricks),^ 


1 N'cvj caps and yackets for the royal Guards — M ] 

(1866), p ii) The “new victories ” were the fall of Ciudad 
Rodngo Qan 17), the capture of Badajoz (April 7), and the 
Battle of Salamanca (July 12, 1812) By ivay of “new wars,” 
the President of the United States declared war with Great 
Bntain on June 18, and Great Britain with the United States, 
Oct 13, 1812 As to “new mistresses,” for a reference to 
“ Our Sultan’s ” “ she-promotions ” of “ those only plump 
and sage, Who’ve reached the regulation age,” sec Ittier- 
ccpled Letters, or the Twopenny Post-bag, by Thomas Brown 
the Younger, 1813, and for ‘*gold sticks,” etc , sec ‘ Pro- 
motions” m the Annual Regssterlor March, 1812, m which 
a long list of Household appointments is duly recorded ] 

1 Amongst others a new ninepence — a creditable com 
now forthcoming, worth a poimd, in paper, at the fairest 
calculation. 

2 [Robert Banks Jenkmson, second Earl of Liverpool, was 
Secretary at War and for the Colonies from 1809 to 1S12, in 
Spencer Perceval’s administration, and, on the assassination 
of the premier, undertook the government Both as Secre- 
tary at War and as Prime Minister his chief efforts were 
devoted to the support of Wellmgton m the Peninsula.] 

3 “ Oh that nght should thus overcome might > ” YTio 
does not remember the “delicate mvestigation ” m the 
Merry IVtves of Windsor ? — 

“ Ford Pray you, come near , if I suspect without cause. 
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New white-sbcks— gold-sticks — broom-sticks — all nm 
sitcks / 

AVith vests or ribands — decked alike m hue, 

New troopers strut, new turncoats blush m blue 

So saith the Muse my what say you? 

Such was the time when "Waltz might best maintain 


why then make sport at me , then let me be your 3est , I 
desen e it. How now? whither bear you this ? 

"Mrs Ford What have you to do whither they bear 

It?— You were best meddle mthbuck-wasbrng” [Act 111 sc. 3] 

1 The gentle, or ferocious, reader may fill up the blank 
as he pleases — there are several dissyllabic names at h:s 
service (being already m the Regent’s) it would not be fair 
to back anypecuhar initial agamst the alphabet, as every 
month will add to the list now entered for the sweep-stakes , 

— a distmguished consonant is said to be the favounte, much 
against the washes of the o«cr — [Fevtss'] [In the 

Revise the line, which is not m the MS , ran, “ So saith the 

Muse, myM whatsayyou?” The name mtended to be 

supplied IS “ Moira.” 

On Perceval’s death (May ii, 1812), Lord Liverpool 
became Prime Mimster, out was unable to carry on the 
government. Accordingly the Prince Regent desired the 
Marquis Wellesley and Canning to approach Lords Grey 
and Grcnnllc with regard to the formation of a coalition 
ministry They were unsucccssftil, and as a next step Lord 
Moira (Francis Rawdon, first Marquis of HasUngs, 1754- 
1826) was empowered to make overtures m the same quarter 
The Whig Lords stipulated that the regulation of the House- 
hold should rest with mmisters, and to this Moira would not 
consent, possibly because the Pnnee’s favounte. Lord Yar- 
mouth, was "Vice-Chamberlam Negotiations were again 
broken off, and on June 9 Liverpool began his long term of 
office as Prime Minister “I sate "writes BjTon, “m the 
debate or rather discussion m the House of Lords on that 
question (tlie second negotiation) immediately behmd Moira, 
who, while Grey was speaking, turned round to me repeatedly, 
and asked me whether 1 agreed with him It was an 
awkward question to me, who had not heard both sides 
Moim kept repeating to me, ‘ It is rw/so , it is so and so,’ ” etc 
(Letter to W Bmkes (undated), Lt/c, p 162) Hence the 
question, “ My Moira, what say you?"] 

VOL. I 
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Her new preferments m this novel reign , 

Such was the tune, nor ever yet was such , r8o 

Hoops are no more, and petticoats not much , 

Morals and Mmuets, Virtue and her stays, 

And tell-tale powder — all have had then days 
The Ball b^ins — the honours of the house 
Burst duly done by daughter or by spouse. 

Some Potentate — or royal or serene — 

With Kent’s gay grace, or sapient Gloster’s mien,*- 
Leads forth the ready dame, whose rising flush 
Might once have been mistaken for a blush 
From where the garb just leaves the bosom free, 190 
That spot where hearts ' were once supposed to be , 
Round all the coniines of the yielded umst, 

The strangest hand may wander undisplaced 


1 With JC—t's gay grace, or nlly-Bi tty's imen — [4/5 4/] 

With K- — ts gay grace, or G—r’s booby tmen — \JlfS erased ] 

I “ We have changed all that,” says the Mock Doctor — 
’tts all gone — Asmodeus knows where. After all, it is of no 
great importance how women’s hearts are disposed of, they 
have nature’s pnvilege to distribute them as absurdly as 
possible But there are also some men mth hearts so 
thoroughly bad, as to rermnd us of those phenomena often 
mentioned in natural history , viz a mass of solid stone — 
only to be opened by force — and when divided, j ou discover 
a toad in the centre, lively, and mth the reputation of being 
venomous 

[In the MS the last sentence stood “In this country 
there is one man mth a heart so thoroughly bad that it 
reimnds us of those unaccountable petnfactions often 
mentioned in natural history,” etc The couplet — 

“ Such thmgs we know are neither rich nor rare, 

But wonder how the Devil they got there,” 

which was affi\ed to the note, was subsequently erased ] 
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True, honest Jlirza 5 — ^)-ou may trust my rhyme — 
Something dos follorr at a fitter thne. 

The breast thus publicly resigned to man. 

In private may res'^t him ^if it can 


O ye -mio ioved our Grandmothers of yore, 
Fitzpatrick.^ Sheridan, and many more 1 
And thou, my Prince ' whose sovereign taste and mil ’■ 

It IS to lo^e the lovely beldames still ! 

Thou Gflost of Queensberry !' whose judging Spnte 220 
Satan may spare to peep a single ni^t, 

L Ard thiu nj Pnru “shc-e vr^upritd zcill, — [-ittS" IP.] 

fiuous questiou — ^IrteraDy put, as in the test, by a Persian to 
Moner, on seeing a Waltz m Pera- [See A ’fc-irri^ 
thrcneci Persta, eta By James Morier, London (1S12}, p 365 J 

1. [Richard Fitzpatrick {1747-1813) second son of John, 
first Earl of Ossorvj served in the first American War at the 
battles of Brand y vin e and Genrranstowm He sat as 31 P. 
for Tavistock for thirty-three years. The chosen friend and 
companion of Fox, he was a prominent member of the 
opposition dnrmg the close of the eighteenth centnry. In the 
ministry of “ All the Talents ^ he was Secretary at War He 
dabbled m literatnre, was one of the authors of the Rolluzd, 
and m 1775 published Donruda: A Tozjn Eclc,^u£. He was 
noted for his social gifts, and in recognition, it is said, of his 
“fine manners and polite address,*’ inherited a handsome 
annuity from the Duke of Queensberry Byron associates 
him with Shendan as un hcimrcgalar.t and leader of Ion of 
the past generation.] 

2, [WUham Douglas, third Earl of 3 Iarch and fourth 
Duke of Queensberry (1724-1810), otherwise “old Q-” was 
conspcucms as a “blood*’ and evil Irrer from youth to 
extreme old aga He was a patron of the turfi a connoisseur 
of Italian Opera, and suriout an inveterate libertme. As a 
MTng, he held oSBce m the Household dnrmg 2 s ortn's Coalinon 
'dmistrr, but throughout George the Thirds first iHEess in 
17S8, displayed such mdecent parUsanshipwith the Prince of 
Wales, that, when the fcmg recovered, he lost ins post. His 
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Pionounce — if ever in your days of bliss 
Asmodeus struck so bnght a stroke as this , 

To teach the young ideas how to nsc, 

Thish m the cheek, and languish in the eyes , 

Ihish to the heart, and lighten through the frame, 
IVith half-told wish, and lU-dissembled flame, 

Tor pninent Nature still wall storm the breast 
Who, tempted thus, can answer for the rest? 


But ye — ^who never felt a smgle thought 230 

Tor what our Morals are to be, or ought , 

ITho wisely wish the charms you view to reap, 

Bay— would you make those beauties quite so cheap ? 
Blot from the hands promiscuously apphed, 

B’Ound tile shght waist, or down the glowing side, 
llTiete Were the rapture then to dasp the form 
Tiom this lewd grasp and lawless contact warm ? 

^t once Lowe’s most endearmg thought resign, 

To press the hand so pressed by none but thine , 

To gaze upon that eye which never met = 

Mother’s ardent look without regret , 

Approach the hp which all, without restraint. 

Come near enough— if not to touch— to tamt , 

If such thou lovest— love her then no more. 


1 J^rom ihit aiominabte contact luarm — Afl 
Auk^om died with him, and his 

between the heirs to his othw -u^ believed to 

^rd Yarmouth, whose -wife, blana ^gui 1 ] 

Be his natund daughter, vras one of the prmcipal lega j 
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Or give — like her — caresses to a score , 

Her Mind ivitli these is gone, and with it go 
The little left behind it to bestow 

Voluptuous Waltz ! and dare I thus blaspheme ? 
Tfey bard forgot thy praises were his theme 
Terpsichore forgive ' — at every Ball 250 

My wife iww waltzes — and my daughters shall, 

My son — (or stop — ’tis needless to mquire — 

These httle acadents should ne’er transpire , 

Some ages hence our genealogic tree '* 

Will wear as green a bough for him as me) — 
Waltzmg shall rear, to make our name amends 
Grandsons for me — in hens to all his fnends 

I Some getteraizfftts hcnee our Pedigree 

Will never look the worse for him or me — [MS erased ] 
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